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NOTE. 



The publication of these volumes has been delayed 
more than once by nnexpected difficnlties in procnriog 
letters that were known to exist; and after all, there 
are deficiencies which I have been unable to snpply. 
]t is not that firiends have been idle or dilatory; 
for in only a single instance was the application met 
with refusal — the representatives of an esteemed &iend 
declining, on the ground that the communications 
addressed to him were so extremely private as to 
be nnsuited for pcbiicatiou. All traces of corre- 
spondence with another eminent literary man had 
been destroyed. With these exceptions, I have to 
acknowledge nothing but extreme kindness, not from 
personal friends alon^ but from those who are entire 
strangers to me, including several whose position and 
pressing duties might have been held to absolve them 
from any such claim. Some of the most interesting 
budgets of letters were only drawn forth from places in 
which they had reposed for years, by force of much 
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t3X>QbIe and exertion. In spite of unremitting endea- 
vours, it has been impoesibte to obtun any cine to others 
which most have been written te a few of mj father's 
most emin^it friends, and especially Lord Byron and 
John Keats. When the collection was first ondertaken. 
Sir Percy Shelley, the eon of the poet, was absent on a 
yachting expedition, and I had to await bia return ; 
a delay amply repaid by the help which he afforded 
me. In the Letters from Italy, already pnblished by 
Mr. Moxon, were a few which formed an agreeable 
context for those which were in my hands; and my 
request for permission to reprint them was at once 
freely and conrteoosly granted by the executors of the 
esteemed autbor-pnblisher. Many more contribntiona 
have arrived at a very late date, some indeed not until 
the work bad been finally closed. 

The most scrupulous care has been taken to observe 
the wishes of all who have contribnted to the contents 
of the book. In one instance, the loan of papers was 
accompanied by a request that only extracts should be 
given, and that those extracts should, as &r as possible, 
be confined to material strictly illnstrating my father's life 
and character. The request was deemed necessary, on 
account of the vast amount of personal confidences which 
had been exchanged, and of circumstances affecting the 
correspondent and otbers which he felt himself hound to 
regard as strictly C9nfidential, or, at all events, as not to 
be published with any knowledge or sanction on his 
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part. His wish baa been obBerred to the very letter. 
In another instance the position was more embarrassing. 
Although I was personally unknown to Mr. Robert 
Browning, he met mj request with generous cordiality, 
and hdd out hopes of fumiBhing some few letters that 
woold have been of the greatest value. They have not 
come. The reason is but too well known to the public ; 
and the impossibility of intruding upon Mr. Browning, 
even with so much as a question, has induced me to 
publish one or two letters, which were in my hands, with- 
out further consultation; although it is most probable 
that this portion of the book would have been mate- 
rially improved by his corrections. My special thanks 
are due to Mr. Robert Bell, who has not only bestowed 
much trouble in searching for letters, but has, with 
the most painstaking kindness, edited his contribu- 
tions himself, illustrating the text by explanatory notes. 
One who has turned aside firom important duties to 
ransack stores of realty ancient date is Lord Brougham. 
Another to show this kindly zeal was the Lord Chief 
Baron, who, in a private letter to myself, makes an admir- 
able suggestioQ : " It wotild be a good custom to return 
letters to the members of the family of the writer instead 
of boming them. Frequently letters (in themselves 
possessing no intCTest) would be much prized by 
children and grandchildren as family memorials. 
Several times it has occurred to me to do so, and on 
every occasion I have given great pleasure." 
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The acrangement of the collection -was unaToidably 
arbitrary. I had to deal with vast heaps of correspond- 
ence, mach of it having only a transitorj interest, while 
other sections were rendered nnaviulahle by tlie absence 
of ccmtext The difficulties of grouping were rather 
perplexing, and of sereral metiibds I had to choose only 
the least inconvenient I have classed the letters mainly 
by the places horn which they were written, and the plan 
has the advantage of distinctness, while it also happens 
to accord very nearly with the most marked stages in the 
life of the writer. The rale of selection has been that 
indicated by the fiiend whom I have mentioned — to 
choose those letters which best illustrated the life and 
character of the man, the vicissitudes which he under- 
went, and the qualities which sustained bitn ; enabling 
him in a long career of troublous change and constant 
anxiety, to extract a large amount of happiness for him- 
self, and to confer still more upon others. It was this 
stediast fidelity to the principle of hopeM industry 
in cultivating tiie best influences of life that so especially 
endeared Leigh Hunt even to those who never saw bim 
personally, 

THORNTON HUNT. 
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COEEESPOeEIfCE OF LEIGH MM. 



EAfiLY IETTEE8. 

Amosq snrviviiig* stores of letters in the handwriting 
of Leigh Hunt, the earliest do not go back beyond fha 
year 1803, whe;i he was in his nineteenth year. They 
are of a natare which would make any searcher amongst 
his papers regret that none of a still earlier date can be 
found, though perhaps some few may still turn np 
amongst the stores of relatives at a distance. It is 
possible that those young compositions may have heen 
meagre and unstudied, like the school exercises which 
he describes the schoolmaster, Boyer, as throwing among 
the schoolboys for their sport ; but even a memorandum, 
which marks out the general tenor of his thought at 
this period, makes one wish to learn more. 

The earliest Books and Compositions which I cis 

EECOLLECT TO HAVE KEAD AND WRITTEN. 

Books. — Milton's Paradise Lost, with cuts which I then 
thought beautiful ; in thick duodecimo. This is the first book 
I remember. 

Seven Champions of Christendom. 

Banyan's Pilgrim's Progress. 

TOL.I. 1 
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2 COIiRESPOSDENCE OF LEIGH HUNT. [1S03. 

A book called, I think, Benignus, or some sucli title, 
written by Mr. Pratt, which I took to school with me. 

Fairi) Tales, in quarto, with cula, giving a etory, among 
others, of an old queen who wished to exchange ages with a 
young village maiden. 

A Hamlet, bound up by itself. 

I do not reraember Spenser so early as these ; but at twelve 
yeaiB of age I wrote several hundred ikies of a poem entitled 
the FMrg Ring, which was folly intended as a rival to the 
Fairy Quem. About the same time, ala#, I wrote a poem 
of about sixty lines in capricious Latin metre, or rather . 
irregular Latin lines of no metre, but that sounded to my ear 
like English Pindarics. It was called Thor, and founded on the 
Gothic mythology. Jt arose somehow or other from the perusal 
of a piece in Dodsley's collection about a king of Hetruria. 

Before this, when in Great Erasmus, the*perusal of Thom- 
son's Winter had called forth a rival attempt in rhyme, or 
rather imitation, which began thus — 

" Now from hit airj magazincB i' th' north 
Stern winter comes, and caili his legioHt forth." 

I remember also an elegy on the death of a good old aunt, 
who used to encourage me to keep my nails pared and to 
write fine letters, and whom, in lamenting her loss, I called 
a nymph. But the earliest endeavour to put tc^ther anything 
beyond a couplet or a ludicrous jingle was an ode in praise of 
the Duke of York's victory at Dunkirk, which I was after- 
■warda esceaaively mortified to find had been a defeat. I 
compared him to Alexander, or rather dismissed .Alexander ■ 
with contempt in the exordium. 

In his Autobiographjf.ljQl^ Hunt describes how lie 
had remained unimpressed by the austere and spurious 
■classicism of Boyer; who held up the Irene of Dr. 
Johnson as a model of poetry, and who certainly had 
not the art of conciliating his youthful charges. But 
it is evident that, as we so often find, the pedagogue's 
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1803.] E-VRLY LETTEES. 3 

teaching had exercised an indtience apon the student 
after he left the school ; and so Leigli Hunt himself 
says. The earliest volume of his pnblished writing, 
issued in 1802, was written before the French Revo- 
Intlon had yet shaken up and reinvigorated the sonrces 
of thought all over Europe; and, it may be added, 
before the author himself was shaken up and invigorated 
by personal inti;rcourse with the world. His book was 
a heap of imitations, "all but absolutely worthless," 
except as an indication of the faculties which enabled 
the reader so completely to master tlie literary ideas of 
others, always a large part of youthful studies ; and as 
a measure of the subsequent change worked out by his 
own independent mind. The writer cf Juvenilia found 
himself famous in his eighteenth year. His school 
associations, his personal qualities, his animated nature, 
attracted attention and conciliated hking wherever he 
went. He visited schoolfellows at Cambridge and 
Oxford, having himself been denied the expected 
advantage of a University life. For, in his boyhood 
he had an impediment in his speech, which was assumed 
to be incurable; though it seems to have rapidly 
diminished in bis intercourse with the world, and to 
have left none but the very slightest traces. Some of 
his earliest letters relate to these University visits; and, 
naturally enough, they inrlicate at once the studied 
habit of thought which then belonged to the youth, and 
the vivacity of ideas that characterized him through 
life; while even then the independent mind may be 
seen breaking through the crust of habit. In a letter 
dated April 22nd, 1803, h« recounts his joui-ney down 
to Oxford: — 

Fridas, 22nd April, 1803. 
My abode in the TJniTemty has hitherto been pleasaitt ; 
and, I hope, will be much more so when April chooses to give 
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4 COEBESPOITDENCE OF LEIGH HUST. [1803. 

us some of bis smiles ns well as tears ; but the weatlier has 
really been extremely disagreeable, especially for my amuse- 
ments on the water, Papendieck* and I went up the Isis 
yesterday in a sailing-boat, and we were so beaten about by 
the wind and washed by the water, had such hard labour 
with the sails, and got such terrible peltings from the hail, 
that I was never leas disposed in my life to agree with the 
i Greek poet in his ariston men udor, his good opinion of water, 
which you bo well recollect. This morning, however, I again 
paid my devoirs to Mrs. Isis, and rowed by myself up the 
river Charwell, a small branch of the classic stream 
If it was not for the weatlier, my highest wishes for pleasure 
would be exceeded in Oxford : hero are swelling lawns, 
venerable shades in profusion, silver streams winding whero- 
ever you turn, and all the charms of rural magnificence : the 
prospect fiom the river, as you sit lazily under " the white aiul 
gleaming to the sun" and look towards the city, is elegant and 
subhme beyond description : to the University there is a 
gradual ascent of meadows aad cornfields intersected with 
various little tributary streams of the Isis ; and the city itself, 
crowned with innumerable towers of the grandest architecture, 
rises over groves tufted with the richest verdure : conceive 
innumerable steeples — that of Westminster Abbey, for instance, 
of St. Paul's, and some of the best churches in London — 
starting out of Kensington Gardens and looking over the river 
Thames, and you have some Idea of the situation and aspect 
of Oxford. Add to this, the students of my friend's college 
(Trinity) are the best feUows in the world, men of sense and 
of good-nature; let me tell you also that they are very sober 
men, tiiat we converse very gravely upon literary subjects, 
and that I am always in bed by eleven o'clock and up at 
eight. To show you what a temperate and calm-headed young 
man I am, you have here a list of my daily proceediugs : at 
eight, as I just told you, I rise regularly, not only for my 
health, bat ibr my breakfast, which is ready in exactly half 

* An enrlj fiiend, a laigeon. 
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1803.] EARLY LETTEBS. 5 

an hour : after breakfast, Papendieck and mjself have a duett 
on the harpsichord and flute, and after writing, or rather 
reading (for written I have not till now), for a short time, 
proceed to the boat-house, where we choose our vessel, and 
then glide up and down the Isis till three, when we go to 
Trinity Hall to dinner, at which, aa yo« have been already 
informed, I eat most voraciously ; from dinner to tea we play 
duetts ; and after tea sit down with three or four more to our 
before-mentioned Bober conversation, till 

" Morpheus locks us in his drowg}' arms." 

After all, there is something else besides good weather which 
is wanting to complete my felicity ; and I need not tell you, my 
dear girl, that this deficiency will always last, while a cerlai i 
young lady is in Titchfield Street and I am in Trinity College. 

. ■ , . Tell Mrs. Hunter, that I remember two mothers 
m my prayers every night and morning, and Mr. U. that 
I will write him a letter the beginning of next week when I 
write you a second; to which gentleman — pshaw, I mean 
brother — remember me affect ionatciy, aa also to Sophy, and 
my sister Betsy, whom I always wiali to have in my heart, 
bat, heaven knows, never on my head. 

This letter was addressed to Miss Marianne; Kent, 
the young lady whose sparkling black eyes had entirely 
and finally captured the writer's affections. The en- 
gagement was formed at a very early age, when Leigh 
Hunt was about seventeen, and the lady about thirteen. 
One of his early companions, Mr. John Robertson, was 
much attached to a very young lady, Miss Elizabeth 
Kent, whose mother had been a coui't milliner. Mr. 
Robertson brought his young friend a periodical called 
the Monthly Preceptor, which was then open to the first 
attempts of youth in the exercise of original composi- 
tion, and the child was urged to write for it Even then 
she was held ia considerable esteem by her family, for 
her intelligence; and her subsequent writing showed 
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6 CORKESPONDEKCE OF LEIGH HL'KT. [I8C3. 

that her natural qualities were not overrated. She 
afl^rwards said to a friend, that she might have been 
hold enough to try her pen in the Monthly Preceptor, 
but that she read there an article with which ahe was 
sure she could not compete, and she expressed an intense 
wish to see the writer. Mr. Robertson declared that 
she should do so, for he knew the man, with whom, in 
fact, he was just about to make an excursion on the 
coast. The two friends set out on a walk of many days' 
duration, and on tlieir return Mr. Robertson took Leigh 
Hunt to the boose of Mrs. Kent, to introduce him to 
his juvenile admirer. The visit resulted in an intimacy 
with the family. One night, the weather being violently 
stormy, and the visitor manifestly suffering from illness, 
he was induced to remain, — the next day developing a 
violent attack of what was called St. Anthony's fire ; 
and he did not rise from his bed for many weeks. 
When he recovered he was unwilling to leave a family 
am<Hig6t whom he had been so tenderly nursed. The 
lady of the house allotted two rooms to bis use, and he 
thus became her lodger. 

' It was during his residence with the Kent family 
tliat be formed an attachment, not to his youthful 
admirer, but to her elder sister, Marianne, and they 
were very soon engaged to each othej-. Even at that 
early period a characteristic on either side was displayed 
in considerable force. The lover could not be content 
unless he urged the young lady to cultivate her facul- 
ties somewhat in bis own conscientious and scholastic 
spirit, though of course be did not enforce absolutely 
classic standards. And on her side, although her 
affections were manifestly pledged, the young lady 
could not conceal a disposition to keep a reserve of 
independence, and to resent dictations which tended to 
put a bent upon her own personal feelings and turn of 
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thought. The snitor betrayed some impatience at his 
too parti&l success: the yoang lady betrayed no less 
impatience at his pertinacity ; and the engagement was 
raUier unexpectedly though not suddenly broken off, 
abont the end of September in the same year. Tem- 
porary as it was, the rnptnre is mentioned here because 
it had consequences which affected Leigh Hunt 
throughoDt the remainder of his life. 

For a short time Leigh Hunt acted as a clerk to his 
eldest surviving brother, Stephen, an attorney. He had 
been asked by Miss Kent's mother, Mrs. Hunter, — the 
lady had recently been married again to the nephew 
and successor of Johnson, tlie well-known bookseller, — 
to consult his brother on some legal question. In 
stating the result of his inquiry, he began with a totally 
different subject ; telling Mrs. Hunter that he enclos^ 
a letter expressing his affection for her daughter, and 
asking permission to renew his addresses. Mrs. Hunter 
at once forwarded the letter in one of her own, charac- 
terized by thorough good sense and good feeling. " Hunt," 
she said, " is on the brink of again renewing his offer to 
you, but I have found mi^ans to prevent it till I knew 
yonr mind. He is entitled to every consideration from 
us : he must be prevented entirely from renewing them, 
unless he is likely to meet with success. I have latterly 
thought your opinions have been in his favour. 1 could 
Bay f- great deal, but am too anxious fur the conse- 
quences to venture to give the balance either way ; but 
I expect your confidence, and that immediately. I am 
too ill and too busy to enlarge." Miss Kent's resent- 
ment had already -vanished, and young Hunt resumed 
liis position as her acknowledged suitor ; and at the 
same time he resumed his industry as a writer oi 
letters. The following, of uncertain date, may have 
been written in 1803, but more probably in 1804. 
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8 COKHESPOSDESCE OF LEIGH HUNT. [1303. 

To Marusmz. 

IDaU, 1803 or 1804.] 

Mr DEAREST Marian, — I am very uncomfortable ; I get up 
at five in the morning, eaj a word to nobody, curse my stars 
till eleven at night, and then creep into bed to curee my 
stars for to-morrow; and ctlE this, becauRe I love a little 
black-eyed girl of fifteen, whom nobody knows, with my 
whole heart and soul. 

You must not suppose I love you a bit the better fiir being 
fifty miles out of my reach ; that is, out of my reach in the 
day-time ; for you must know that I travel at a pretty 
tolerable pace every night, and have held many a happy 
chat with you about twelve or tme o'clock at midnight, 
though you may have forgotten it by thia time. 

" Olt by yon sad &nd aolitnry stream 
Street visions gild the j-outht\il poet's dream i 
Calm as the iluoiberg in the roseate shade, 
tTuvarjing Fancy clasps his absent maid, 
EaagB on eacli charm that captivates the heart, 
The smile, the glance too eloquent For art, 
The whispers Irerabnng as of love they tell. 
And the smooth bosom's undolating swell ; 
Paints the bright prospect of approaching years. 
And all Elysiam opens to his prajera." 

Tou see lovers can no more help being poets, than poets can 
help being lovers. You long to see Elliston: by the merest 
chance in the world, I saw htm on Saturday night. I was 
going to say that Harry Johnstone was not fit to tie Elliston'a 
neckcloth; but I have a respect for your favourites; bewdes, 
this would not be trutli, as Harry is certainly an excellent, 
nay a fine actor in particular parts, such as require haughti- 
ness of demeanour or represent the energy of resolution ; 
but then Elliston is fine in everything. The pieces I saw (I 
was alone) were the Mountaineers and Love Laughs at Lock- 
smiths, a farce attributed to Colman ; and to his honour, for 
its humour is excellent and peculiar. In the di-ama, Elliston 
electrified the feelings of his audience in the part of a lover, 
who, for the loss of his mistiness, whom he supposes to be 
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1803.] EARLY LETTEKS. 9 

married to another hy force, U seized witli snilden starts and 
fits of melancholy madnesa; hia bursts of passion are awfo], 
and the sudden descent of anger into a wild and fixed melan- 
choly is so pathetic, that if I had been in tlie pit, I could have 
jumped en the alage and wept with the Buffercr, One time, I 
could almost have seen you give him a kiss ; it was in a scene 
where he is madly struggling with a young Moot, who refuaes 
him a passage through the mountains ; he is just dashing the 
stranger to the ground, with all the brutal strength of a 
maniac, when the Moor's mistress (Mrs. Atkins 111!) rushes 
in to save her lover; at the first sight of her, the madman 
seems to have lost all his strength ; he drops hia hands, as if 
suddenly overcome with fiiintness, and fi.sing a look of melan- 
choly tendemesa on her face, as if he recollected he himself 
had loved and would do anything for the other sex, he utters 
the mere word — " Woman ! " but with such a look and in 
such a tone that — in short, he is a divinity ! Ay, and then in 
the ikrce lie performs a young intriguing officer most admi- 
rably; acta in the disguise of- a Jew wonderfully; and, to 
crown all, sings a most excellent song; — by-the-by, his 
peraon is elegant and active, though sufficiently strong, and 
if he has not a face as r^ularly fine as H. Johnstone's, 
bis features are strongly marked and capable of powerful varia- 
tion : in fact, — but you must see him yourself, and judge for 
yourself, and if you don't admire him above all other admir- 
ables (that is, admirable acfws) I shall — I don't know what I 
shan't do I Will you do me the favour — I beg pardon — Will 
you tell me, my dear girl, whether Mrs. Hunter is conscioua 
that there is such a person as James Henry Leigh Hunt, or 
whether she is too sore with the laahes she has received to 
write a line of How-d'ye-do'a to London Street 7 I have 
been told that thia lady has been frightened with a most 
terrific dream ; such a dreiim as will make a most excellent 
penny gilt-book of horribilitiea to frighten the nursery : — " As 
how, one dark night, a house in Little Titcli was set on fire ; 
as how the cupola of Siiint Paul his church, filled brimful out 
of the great river Thames, could quench not the roaring flaaiea ; 
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liow the beautiful bevy of sweet damsels, the Lady Bellortba, 
the Lady Yemonia, the LadyCliftilla, and the Ladies Freemania, 
TeDtinia, and the Hatch msonqoilla, vli^ins of rarishii^ shape 
and angelic deportment, escaped not, but were all seized and 
carried airay in a, suck made of the skins of nine Tartars, by a 
monetroue giant with a face of raw flesh covered with hair, 
terrible to behold upon ! How the valorous Don Hunterrero, 
Knight of the Foho, was stuck through the fifth rib by a 
malicious enchanter, in the shape of a dolphin in boots, and 
how — " but I am afraid you'll never be able to get to bed after 
reading this horrible story. Tell Mrs. H. that all she needs is, 
in my humble opinion, a good husband at BUpper with her 
evety evening, and all her best friends about her : in this case, 
too, I shall see you again, and I'll pay you prettily for running 
away from me, for you shall not sfir from my mde the whole 
evening when you return : tell Betsey, too, that she is a very 
malicious prophetess, and that if she comes to me again with 
such ill news as she gave me in her last epistle, I shall pray 
Heaven to cut at least two inches of plumpness Irom her round 
face, and at nineteen to give her a husband of ninety. If you 
are well and have been bo at Brighton, you are every thing I 
could wish you, God bless you and yours I you see I can 
still pray for myself: Heaven knows that every Wesaing it 
bestows on you is a tenfold one bestJjwed on your — H. 

{Dated 1803 or 1804.] 
I need make no apolc^y, I know, for the coarseness of this 
paper, because, the sheet is so much larger than the fine letter- 
paper; but if there had been any of the latter in the house, 
I should c.rtainly have preferred it, since I do not see any 
reason why, between the most familiar and affectionate, the 
little cjvilitiea of life should not be exercised as much as 
possible ; or rather, I think, that that very famiharity and 
affection is the very reason why they should ; and, therefore, 
I am always so delighted when I see a married couple, who 
are known to bo fond of each other in private, behave with 
a polite attention to each other in public; and for the same 
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cause, it always gives me a grateful sensation when I receive 

a letter from yoii carefully and neatly written, like yonr last. 
Beea and I spent a very pleasant evening on Friday at 
Mr. Button's, where we heard the celebrated Barthelemon 
play a few solos on the vtoUn. Be^s said she never liked the 
TicJin before : be brings a tone from it like the u[^r notes 
of a flageolet. This musical little antique is supposed to be 
five or six and seventy, and married the other day a vulgar 
girl of twenty-five : ihey had a httic one, which died a few 
months ago, und the old gentleman told Mr. Button that he 
was obliged to stay at home the eame evening, because 
Mrs. Barthelemon was so miserable. " And so," continued 
he, "I sat with lier, and comforted her, and played a game of 
cards to amuse her." Mrs. Button is quite indignant at Lis 
taaniage : I ventured to say that I thought a man with sucli 
feelmgs, as a great musiciaD must have, might possess a more 
youthful soul than other old men. " Lord ! " cries she, " the 
old fellow ! The song says — 

' Crabbed age and youth 
Cannot fivo togetlter.' 



Oh! I have no patience with the profligates!" Two young 
men suug a few songs with more science tbaa feeling. We 
sat down to sopper at eleven, and got home by ftco. 

It must have been about this period that Leigh Hunt 
was placed by Mr. Addingtoa in the War OiEce. 
Even then he showed that incapacity to measure time 
which was corrected only by great exertion at a later 
age. He could scarcely command leisure for breakfast, 
though he seldom reached office early. On one occa- 
sion he was to visit hia friend, Charles Robertson, in 
Lincolnshire ; and tlie young ladies rose early to make 
hia breakfast before lie went off, but he was too late 
for the coach. Tlie nest day lie rose in the same 
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manner; he was again too late. Bat that night he 
slept at the Golden Cross, and managed to commence 
his journey on the third day. Yet a friend who knew 
him well justly remarked that "procrastination" was 
not the proper term for the habit; he did not "put 
off;" it was not entirely the enjoyment of the passing 
moment that made him defer exertion; it was rather 
that he became so completely absorbed in the imme- 
diate occupation of the moment, whatever it might bo — • 
whether it were conversation, music, study, or hai-d work 
— that he had no faculty for noling the lapse of time. 

Official duties were varied by a constant series of 
letters to Titchfield Street, in the same strain. He was 
then living with his brother John, to whose family he 
frequently refers. Sometimes he writes to explaiu why 
the usnal visits conid not be paid; sometimes, to arrange 
for an evening at the theatre, to see the new comedy. 
The School for Frknda, or Master Betty. On this sub- 
ject he writes to Mrs. Hunter a highly characteristic 
explanation : — 

To Mrs. Hdkter. 

28, Brydges Street, Covent Garden, 

Wednesday Morning, October 1805. 
1 have often thougbt of writing to you, dear madam, on 
the subject of this latter ; but the idea, either that my rea- 
Bona were weak or that it was a thing in which you took no 
coucem, has hitherto prevented me. It ia poaaible you may 
have thought it straoge that my perpetual opportunity of 
nccommodatiug my acquaintances with admieaion to the 
theatres has not induced me to consult the little pleasures 
of my best iriends. I will confess my weakness to you; 
something prevented my tendering this favom: to Miss Kent, 
and, as I could not a^ her, I could not £nd it in me to ask 
anybody else near her. This may have been wrong ; it 
roay Ecem like attaching a greater interest to her idea than 
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ehe herself nught have wished me to exhibit; but it was the 
fear of giving her offence, or of seeiaing to solicit that by 
favours which I could not gain by myself. I believe there 
cannot be a more ardent or real love than that which I 
at this moment entertain for her; but that lore has settled 
into a something which, as it were, throws me at a greater 
distance from her than ever. Unretumed as it is, its Dourish- 
inent is the greatest of my enjoyments, as the nourishment of 
any other virtuous and rational sensation is to the mind. 
Whether it is my hopelessness that makes me afraid, or my 
pride that makes me ashamed, I do not exactly Imow, but I 
have wished to speak to her on the Bubject, and cannot. 
I sometimes think myself too old in her presence, and some- 
times too much otherwise ; in short, I feel that I love her 
more than ever, bnt I cannot petition aa I used. If I could 
win her like a man, if I could rescue her from danger or 
distress, or if I could gain her heart by the reputation of 
an honourable name, I could attempt everything; but every 
man cannot win his mistress like a hero of romance. 

What this letter asks of you is, that yon will instruct me 
and, in short, do exactly as you think proper on this theatrical 
subject ; there are no persons in the world to whose pleasures 
I woiild more joyfully minister in any little service I could 
" ehow them than you and yours. I am afraid you wil! think 
I make much ado about nothing, but I confess I do not hke 
you should owe more (if the word owe may be used in. such 
a case) to any other person than to your very sincere servant, 
Leigh Hunt. 

Bat frequently comes out the unceasing desire to 
draw forth the artistic qualities. 

To MARIUtHE. 

Monday, 9iA Deceinier, 1805. 
.... You know me incapable of Hattery, and will 
believe me when I say, that I was most agreeably surprised 
by your taste for the pencil, and hope you will cultivate it at 
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your leisure hours. Nothing so delightfully relieves the more 
fatiguing exercises of life tlian such a taste ; and I know you 
'wilt allow me to say, that even a tune on the flute, which is 
the effect of a sister art, tuay enliven the hour of sickness 
and of melancholy. These little accomplishnienta are iiUaely 
called useless by those who either cannot feel them, or who 
cuvy them in others : nothing in thia world is useless which 
can dispel a single cloud from human life, or add a single 
ranile to a hUEnan face. I dreamt last night that you copied 
me one of the prettiest Howers from the botanical work as a 
reward for some tunes I had been playing to you, and that I 
hung the Sower up in my chamber, and presented you with 

aomt of my best verses on the occasion 

It was absolutely a dream ; and where is the wonder that 
I dream of you ? . . . . 

Leigh Hunt was already parsuing his Italian studies. 
He was not content with the common superficial way of 
getting at a foreign language, but searched out its 
oicetieB, and anxiooGly consulted living as well as printed 
authorities. 

To Mn. HuKTEit. 
Somera Town, Tuesday Eve, January 1806. 
Deab Hunter, — I am much obliged to you for mentioning 
my rhymes to Mr. Damiani, and if I could have given you a 
call in St. Paul's Churchyard, would more exactly have 
described the nature of my request. It is not for the poem 
1 would ask his assistance, but for an Essay on Heroi'Comio 
Poetry intended to introduce it, in which I have ventured to 
insert a sort of memoir and criticism on the Rape of the 
Bucket (La Secchia Eapita) of Taasoni, who was the inventor 
of this species of composition. I have examined, I believe, 
the best Italian critics who have mentioned this celebrated 
wit, and diligently perused to the best of my ability tlie poem 
iCseir, which has iufinitely amused me ; but as I greatly dis- 
trust my researches into a language, which, to say the most 
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of my powers, I understood but imperfectly, I Bboald tliiuk 
myself favoured, if Mr. Damiani would look over my manu- 
script, and juBt touoli with his pen any false criticiBm or 
coudufdons into which my ignorance may have led me. I 
am now readipg Boileau's LiUrin for the second time, after 
wading through it with the help of a dictionary, and esecrating 
all the irregular verbs in the French language. Only conceive, 
after all this, that 1 have the impudence to Bay Bomething of 
it in my essay ! To my edition of the Lutrin, however, 
there are two or three epigrama subjoined, which I can read 
■with perfect felicity ; one of them, written upon a portrait of 
the author wretchedly engraved, will no doubt amuse you : — 

" Dn celSbre Boileau tu voia ici I'image: 
' Qnoi, c'e»t-li,' djrai«tu, "'ce critique achevc ? 
D'o^ vient ce nolr chagrin qu'on lit aur son visage ? ' 
' C'est de ae voir si mil gravg.' " 

Among these epigrarns, however (though I cannot conceive 
how the devil it got there), there is a confounded enigma, 
which has gravelled not only your humble servant, but all his 
acquaintances. When I take it to the ladies, they look very 
knowing till they hear the last sentence, which utterly con- 
fbunds them : perhaps it may entertain you for half an hour 
on a Sunday evening : 

" Dn repos Sea humains iinplacable enncmie 
J'ni renilu mille amans onrieux de man sort ; 
Je mo repsis dc satifr, ot ja trouve mo vie 
Duns Ici bras do celui qui recherche ma morl." 

So, my friend Holt's play ia damned at last : what the 
Morrting Chronicle says is, however, perfectly just : it is the 
work of a gentleman and a man of wit, who is at present 
ignorant of tlie requidtes necessary to produce stage effect. 
The satire is keen and probably too much so, as well as too 
serious : that composition must have intrinaio merit, the 
mannBoript of whicii Sheridan, with all hia indolence, took 
pleasure in filling with marginal notes and phrases of appro- 
bation. I consider it as an effectual attempt to revive the old 
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comedy, w^icli perhaps it was wrong in a young author to es- 
deavour, at a time when ndther Wycherley nor Congrere can 
collect an ttudienae. The party against him waa very strong ; 
all the modern play manufactoreTa, and their friends the 
editors of newspapers, whom the eeverity of hia criticism in 
Bell's paper had made hia personal enemies, came with a deter- 
3 I very well know, to damn the piece. It will be 
I, however, on Saturday next, and I will send it you 
that you may judge for yourself of the vigour of its language 
and the excellence of its satire. What chagrins the author 
most is the ill-timed consolation of his acquaintances, who 
fancy they cannot speak to him without lamenting his mis- 
chance: I have been reminding him of the repartee of 
Dryden's, on being pestered with one of these condolere ; on 
the night that one of his plays* was damned he wa.a taking his 
melancholy departure from the theatre, when a coxcomb of 
an acquaintance accosted him in the street : "What, Dryden, 
my boy, upon my soul I feel for yon I Can there be any- 
thing more shocking to a person's feelings than a damned 
play 7 " " Yes, sir," replied the poet, " a damned fool ! " 

1 heartily thank you for Voltaire's Segael. He is an 
author that perpetually delights me, and has the felicitous art 
of uniting profoand philosophy with the most hveJy wit. I 
will return it you nest week through the hands of Mr. Robert- 
son. I enjoy my eveninga immensely : tlie business of my office 
makes me return with double pleasure to my books, though 
I have been so bandied about these holidays, from dinner to 
dinner and tea-party to tea-party (you see of what conse- 
quence I am I) that it has wearied me out. How comes it 
that you do not tell me the name and goings-on of your little 
one ? Do you think that I take no interest in his welfare, 
because I have never had the pleasure of seeing him ? Pray 
make my beat remembrances to Mrs. Hunter, and intreat her 
to give him a kiss for me ; and when I get one of my own, 
I will give him ten for her. With a good wife and a good 

• Thi WOd Gidlanti, which, hy-the-by, if I recollect rightly, was 
s fint performance. 
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fireside, you will, no doubt, enjoy tie new-year as it ought to 
be enjoyed, so that I shall keep my good wishes for those who 
want them. Believe me, however, your affectionate friend 
andsemuit, 

Lbgii Hust, 

To Maguhne. 

(TPtiHct during a journey to Lincolnshire.) 

Gainsborough, Sttnda}/, 23rd February, 1806. 
Mt dearest Marian, — Tour letter relieved me from much 
ansiety, for I have had a violent return of my iUness this last 
■weelt, which as usual subjected me to melancholy in spite of 
myself. However, neither the palpitation was so alarming 
nor the vapours so powerfiil as they have been ; and though 
the Grainsborough people were astonished at the alteration eo 
suddenly made in my countenance, which was getting ruddy 
and cheerful, yet I am recovering very fast, and this morning 
took three hard gallops with Mr. Eobertson in a lady's park near 
the town. I found out a way, the other evening, to get rid of 
my melancholy : I will tell you what it is presently, Mr. 
EobertBon attributed my illness to too much exercise, but a 
medical man here tells me it is owing to the rainy weather, 
which has a peculiar effect in Lincolnshire from the general 
humidity of theatmosphere. ThismakesraeleaveGainsborongh 
wth greater pleasure, which I shall do some days sooner than 
I expected. My brother John sent me a letter last night, 
begging that I would come to town as soon as possible, as the 
first number of the Statesman will be published on the 26th ; 
so that I shall see you on Wednesday, most probably in the 
morning. The Earl of Moira haa taken the paper imder 
his immediate patronage, and it will no doubt have a 
large circulalioa in the Ministerial urcles. Now for my 
cure of melancholy : my best plan is to think of yon. 
So I sat down the other day ; and if you turn over, you'll 
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Efibtlb to Mus Eeht. 

{WrUUm/nm Liae<Jit^ir€, in FebjuMTy, ISM.) 

LiTES lie, who, TEx'd Willi dull, Bjileuetic dresma. 
Shall *huC his ejea becauie the aunshine beams 7 
Or, when the plain wiih Ternal beaut; glows. 
Shall curse his aCara, and sigh for Lapland gnaws ? 
Just twice such madneai on tby poet fell, 
Whtn on thj ling'ring lips he sigh'd fareirell ; 
When flrat he wander'd rrom those radiant ejeis 
To wintry walera and ever-weeping skies 1 
Alas t hia eyet bnt one Uest region «ee — 
fie fled from pleasure, when be fled tioiD thee. 

Oft does my fancy to iby pretence fly, 
Smiies with thy amile, and dancea with thin'e eye ; 
Or by thy side, through rich, embroider'd hues. 
The shiniog needle's eager track pursues ; 
Or o'er tby fiiT'rite Homer mourns the chief 
Who graced the warrior by the hnabaad'f grief; 
Or in some twilight hour, ere cnrtuns close 
And boiy tapers mock the day'a repose. 
What lime the moon upon the lifted sight 
Through whit'ning casements sheds a lorer's light,— 
Heara the acCDstom'd sighs thy boaom swell, 
PeDsive, not ssd, for him who loves to well, — 
Tor him who wander'd from thine arms to find 
No joy bat thinking wh«t he lefl behind. 

What cbarma thine image In my fiuicy wears, 
Cheerliil, and lovelier, fivm domestic cnrea .' 
IieC vainer nymphs Ibe pnblic circles fill. 
Divine tbcdr looks, their dress diviner still ; 
Let them from home aa from the small-pox fly, 
And never know a blush, bnt what Ibej bny ; 
Let tUem believe, and thus for once be right — 
. 'Hieir worth, like colonrs, livei bnt in the lights 
Let fopa in crowds their every glance pursue. 
And laagh at all they say, — vith reaion, too ; 
Be thine, sweet girl I the passion and the praiw 
To court Ihe shade of calm, domestic days. 
And by one fond, approving voice inipiied, 
From admiration steal to be admired. 
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Dear arc tlie clianns, tlmt never long to ronm 
Beyond the peaoe, the litile heav'n of home 1 
There in one gay, unapotted cirde ihot* 
Love warm'd with ease, and ense re&ncil by love ; 
There, on her noblest empire, reigns the fair, 
Wliose ev'ry smile her nilling subjects shire : 
'Til bat a narrow reign, but there reside 
A trife's best pleaanre and a hosband's priile. 
'Ti» but a narrow reign, but holds whate'er 
To Tirluoui man and guardian Heaven is dear. 

Te Joys of home I like distant music sweet. 
Shall I once more your social n-elcome meet ; 
Breathe your bleat air, retrace your happy ground. 
And with an independent smile look round ? 
Be ready with your aniiles, ye joys of home 1 
Soft on itj fair one's presence wit! I come ; 
Thoughtful she uts, nor, though he fill her mind. 
Hears the loved stranger stealing from behind : 
Then for a moment will I linger there 
To hear her aighi and view her pensive air ; 
Then kiss her cheek she turns with fond surprise! 
Love spreads her arms and animates her eyes ) 
Words, smiles, and tears, in sudden transport start ; 
I clasp th' enraptured blessing to my heart. 

I know you will think well of my rbyraes, because they come 
from tie heart of your faithful aud affectionate 

Henry. 
A MoNsit. MoHSB. Hmn'EB. 
The French lady wrote to her husband, " Tecris, parceque 
je n'ai rim afaire; je finis, parceqae je jt'airien a dire." I 
have, however, much better excuses : I have had time enough 
and much to say, but yet I have been able to write nothing. If 
you knew what it was to have a thumping heart and a jump- 
ing imagination, you would pity your affectionate friend, 
L.H. 
To Miss E. Kent. 
What Bhall I say to my dear sister Bess ? I can send her 
no letter, but I send her eveiy good wish of her affectionate 
brother, J. H. L. H. 

2— a 
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To MAniAKNE. 

Gainsborough, Thursday, Feb. 180C. 
Dearest Girl, — 1\y journey to Doncaster ia deferrL-d till 
next week, so I sit dowa to ^vrite to you a day earlier than I 
intended, in order that yon may have two letters instead of 
one this week, to make up for former deficiencies. A very 
heavy rain last night has made the snow vanish from the 
fields, which looked delightfully green diis morning : I walked 
out to enjoy the lively air and the, universal sunshine, and 
seated myself with a book on a gateway at the bottom of a 
little eminence covered with evergreens, a little way from 
Gainshorough. It seemed the return of spring : a flock of 
sheep were grazing before me, and cast up every now and 
then their inquiring visages, as much aa to say, " What 
mngular being is that so intent upon the mysterious thin sub- 
etances he is turning over with his paws 1 " — The crows at 
intervals came wheeling with long canings above my head, 
the herds lowed from the surrounding farms, the windmills 
whirled to the breeze, flinging their huge and rapid shadows 
over the fields, and the river Trent sparkled in the sua from 
east to west A delightful serenity diffused itself through my 
heart : I worshipped the magnificence and the love of the God 
of Nature, and I thought of yon : these two sensations always 
arise in my heart in the quiet of a rural landscape, and I have 
often conwdered it a proof of the purity and the reality of my 
affection for you, that it always feels most po«-erful in my 
religious momenta. And it ia very natural. Are you not the 
greatest blessing Heaven haa bestowed upon me? Your 
image attends me not only in my rural rambles, not only in 
those healthful walks when, escaped from the clamour of streets 
and the glare of theatres, I am ready to exclaim with Cowper, 

" Ood made tiio country, and man made the town." 
It is present with me even in the bustle of life : it gives me a 
distaste to frivolous and riotous society; it excites mo to ioi- 
prove myself in order to preserve your affection, and it 
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quenches the little flashes of caprice and impatience which 
disturb the repose of exiatence. If 1 feel my anger rising at 
trifles, it checks me instantaneously : it seemB to aay to me, 
"Wliy do you disturb yourselfT Marian loves you ; you 
deserve her love, and you ought to be above these little marks 
of a little mind." Such ia the poiver of virtuous love, I am 
naturally a man of violent pasaiona, but your affection has 
taught me to subdue them. Whenever you feel any little dis- 
quietudes or impatiences rising in your bosom, think of the 
Lappiaeas you bestow upon me, and real love will produce the 
same effects in yoa aa it has produced in me. No reasoning 
person ought to marry who cannot say, " My love has made me 
better and more desirous of improvement than I have been 1" 
I am glad to hear nothing more has been said of my ataad- 
ing godfather to Mr. Eobertson's child. I should undoubtedly 
excuse myself, and not only to him, but to any other acquaint- 
ance. To stand godfather is, I know, reckoned a very trifliog 
ceremony : people ask it of others, either to gratify their own 
vanity or that of the person asked ; they think nothing of 
the Hwiven whom they are about to invoke. It is looked upon 
as a mere goswping entertainment : a few child's squalls, a few 
mumbled amens, and a few mumbled cakes, and a few smirks 
accompanied by a few fees, and it is all over. The character 
and the peculiar faith of the promisers have nothing to do 
with it : the child's interest has nothing to do with it ; the 
person most benefited ia the parson, who is thinking all 
the time what sort of a present he shall get. Now, observe 
what I must do, should I undertake to be a godfather. I 
must come into the presence of God, a presence not to be 
Blighted though in a private roora,to worship him with afalae- 
hood in my moutli, that is, to make liim a profession of faith 
which I do not understand ; I must then promise him to teach 
the child this very faith which I do not understand, and to 
guard her youth from evil ways ; when it is very probable I 
shall never be ivith her or see her, and most likely, if I did 
see her, I should get my head broken by her relations for 
giving impertinent advice. Considered in itself, I think tho 
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idea of cbrisfening a cliild and answering for what one cannot 
possibly foresee, a very ridiculona one ; but when Ilenreii ia 
called npon and thepresenceoftheDeity invoked to witness it, it 
becomes a serious ceremony though it may be an erroneous one, 
and the in-rocation of the Deity is aot to be sported with even on 
an erroneona occasion. I should go with respect into the society 
of any sect at worship — MahoraetaoB, Christians, or Jews : I 
should feel a veneration for tlie cause of their worship, though 
not for the manner. My brother Stephen, an orthodox man, 
selected, as godfather and godmother for his son, a free-living 
and fiee-thinkiog old colonel who never spoke well of the 
church, and the colonel's daughter, his present wife, who never 
went there ; but then, you know, the child's godfather was a 
r colopel, and his godmother a colonel's daughter I My brother 
I John, aDeistj was content to make bis children virtuous; and 
le aving th em to scttlejffihat-itis-imposaihleJbiLJuiQ to settle 
for them, never christened them at all. I am afraid I tire- 
" your patience, my dear girl, upon this orthodox subject; but 
I say thus much to you under the hope that you yourself will 
be cautious how you enter into engagements of this sort. Let 
us do as much as possible for children at all times, aod teach 
them the little we can ; but let us not call Heaven to witness 
what we neither niay be able nor willing to do for them. 

I do not write, I acknowledge, either the best or the 
straightest hand in the world, but I endeavour to avoid biota 
and interpolations. I suppose, yoa guess by this preamble 
that I am going to find fault with your letters. I would not 
dare, however, to find fault were I not sure that you would 
receive my lectures oheerfullj ; you have no false shame to 
induce you to conceal or to deny your feults : quite the 
contrary ; you think sometimes too much of them, for I know 
of none which you cannot easily remedy. Besides, my 
Siithful and attentive affection would induce me to aak witfi 
confidence any little sacrifice of yonr time and your eare ; and as 
you have done so much for me in correcting the errors of my 
ktad, you will not feel very unpleasant when I venture to 
correct the errors of your hand. Now, ciinnot yon ait down 
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on Sunday, my sweet girl, and write me a fair, even-minded, 
honest hand, unvexed with desperate blots, or skulking inter- 
lineationB. Mind, I do not quarrel with the contents or with 
the subject : what you tell me of others amuses me, and what 
you tell me of myself delights me; it is merely the fashion of 
your lines : in short, as Saint Paul saith — " T!ie spirit giveth . 
life, but the letter killeth." I know you can do this easily, 
and I know also you will do it cheerfully, because it will give 
me pleasure. 

Present my respects to Mrs. Hunter, and tell her, that I 
have found the tune, the Scotch tunc, which pleased het so 
much between the acts in Douglas ; it belongs to a song called 
" Tweedside," beginning 

" Wh»t beanties doc* Flora discloae." 

I will play it to her when I return. I shall write to Mr. 
Hunter next week, and will send you some poetry, as good I 
hope as " The Smile of Woman," for I feel my inspiration 
retomiiig. 

I still live like a lord, witJi fowia every other day, and 
padding every day at dinner. My bi-eakfast consists some- 
times of cocoa, but generally of brown bread, milk and 
honey : this is repeated in the nftemoon instead of tea, and 
for supper I manage to eat almost another dinner, consisting of 
meat, roasted potatoes, and a tart or small pie. Mr. liobert- 
Bon's landlord is a soap-boiler ; his manuiactorief ore behind 
the house and overhang the river ; he has a mind much above 
his situation in life, a good-tempered, sensible, neat wife, and 
four fine children : I am told he has been unfortunate for- 
merly, but what then? His misfortunes have strengthened 
hia understanding, and endeared his family to each other. Ue 
seems pleased with my society; he Las a fondness ibc books: 
and for my part, I delight to see a man with hard hands arid 
a working-day coat sitting at his ease and lifting himself 
above his occupation by the powers of conversation. Both 
be and his wife anticipate all my wjnls ; which attention they 
pay me no doubt priocipally from thdr reject to Mr. Robett- 
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BOQ, ■whom diey conmder a eendble and amiable j-oung 
man ; and so he ia : there aie not maaj men irho unite tlieae 
two qualifications ; Mrs. Hunter is happj in possessing a 
husband, and I in possessing a brother, vfho unites them. It 
is astonishing to me that I could ever be melancholj', when I 
possess friends like these ; and when, above all, I am able to 
t«ll my dearest Marian how infinitely she is beloved by her 
Hehbt. 

Wednesdaij, 23rd Julr/, 1806. 

My deaeest Marian, — I have arrived, you see, safely and 
soundly at Eurnes, and never felt in better health and spirits 
in my life: the country is beautiful, the skies are beautiful, 
Mrs. Oom's music is beautiful ; and if a certain p^ of black 
eyes were here, nothing would be wanting to the animation of 
the scene. The whole city seenied to have emptied itself on 
the Thames, when we took a boat at Blackfriars' Bridge, for 
there was not only a sailing-match in preparation, but a man 
was making an experiment of a machine to sustain persons in 
the water : the invention looked like a black metal bolster 
fastened round hia body ; he rode along the waves with perfect 
ease, and was followed with shouts and liags by an imntense 
concourse of boats, which almost prevented our voyage : WO 
got ahead of them at last, and pursued our way very plea- 
Rantly to Putney, where I left the boat to Papendieck's 
management, and performed the rest of my journey on foot, 
for the evening was approaching, the air hecame rather cool, and 
I remembered the dear tender girl I had left behind me. But 
when do I not remember her 7 It needs no injunction, on her 
part, to make me recollect my best happiness on earth. 

Do not Ruppose for an instant, dearest ^rl, that I shall ever 
encounter the least danger on f}ie water : depend upon it that 
I shall not enter a boat unless the water is perfectly smooth 
and the weather perfectly fine. How could you ever suppose 
that I should do what I had told you I would not do ? If I 
were to promise you one thing and perform another, I should 
never be able to enj<y your society. Ho, no ; the rccoUectioii 
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of a single one of your requesting amiles would overthrow all 
tbe requests and all the Bmiles of all the friends and ladies in 

the world 

Nobody can detest or avoid more than myself those abrupt 
concluuona of letters, when the writer, wishing to conceal the 
appearance of unwillingness or fatigue, falka about the post 
just setting out, or of being called to dinner, or to some par- 
ticular busineea ; but Papendleck has just come up to tell me 
that I have only a minute or two to finish my epistle, as the 
dinner is coming on table. I had no suspicion of this, as it is 
but half-past two, and at Mr. Oom's yesterday I did nut dine 
till six. But I will take care and give you a long letter to- 
morrow ; you know I delight in writing a great deal to you, 
as it is only another sort of conversation, though I hope to see 
by your answer that yoa do not intend to let me have all the 
conversation to myself. Pray make twenty bows for me to 
Mrs. Roger Hunter, and by all meansJet her know that I am 
not going to let anybody here wait dinner for me. My best 
respects wait oa Mr, and Mrs. Hunter. My dear sister Bess, 
instead of scwiog the Statesmen into the portfolio as usual, 
will have the iindneaa to give them to yuu. to send down to 
me every day. I know you like to heai- it repeated, or I was 
going to say that tliere was no need to tell you how sincerely 
I am yoor fateful and adectionate 

Henrt. 

Bamea Terrace, Tlmrsdaij, 24(fi July, 1806. 
My complaints seem to vanish like chafi*, before the brisk 
country breezes; I have no longer any throat stiflinga or 

rheumatism, and I go every morning to Mr. to drink 

warm milk, for be keeps a cow oa purpose to improve his tea 

and his chocolate. Mrs. is as lively and as lovely as 

ever, but she ought to have married Apollo, or at least some 
spirited young fellow with a mind as cultivated as her own ; 
she is a rose, buried in Russian snow. Yet the man is good- 
natured and hospitable, and seems very fond of liis wife ; but 
he is not glowing with youth and with fancy : he is not a 
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poet, Le is not a painter, lie is not a mnsician, in Bhort, 

he ought not to have married , or I shouid raih^- 

say ought not to have married him; every man ia 

in the right to get a£ good a wife as he can, but that is 
no reason why a woman should put up with an indifferent 
husband, I wonder we never heard, amidst all the celestial 
intrigue!, of the loves of Yenus and a Dutch tobacconist. 

To Mariakxe. 
( Written during a journey to Margate.) 

Margate, lOth July, 1807. 
... I forgot to tell you that I sometimes go to Gamer's, one 
of those raffling ami riotous libraries with which you must be 
well acquainted, at Brighton. There ia a game there which is 
called One card, or Shilling loo ; as many numbers are marked 
on a piece of paper as there are cards in a pack. Opposite 
these numbers you write what you please, either initials or 
sentences, or verses. I have engaged onge or twice; my lines 
for to-night are tbeeo : you must know that the ladies are 
very apt to laugh when you get a blank — 

" B*d fortune or gooJ, whicli you will, let me gain, 
A prize I'm determined to ihare: 
ir I win, I hare pain ; if I lose, I obtain 
A iniUe from tlie lipa of the tuir." 

Margate, I2th July, 1807. 

. . . Will you excuse my hardly saying anything to you to- 
day, for in spite of all my boasting, a letter which I have just 
written to Titchfield to Mr. Hunter (as Mrs. Hunter seemed 
to wish me to write,) has brought back the pain and stiffness 
to my eyea, and I have got one of the worst pens as well as 
penknives that ever undid the meaning of a chandler's ledger. 

Margate is still the same mere fashionable lump of chalk, 
but it serves for a sort of looking-glass of Brighton, and when 
I look upon the sea, I diink we are both regarding the same 
object, oe that the same waves are destined to bathe both you 
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nnd me. After the tepid bath, which is ettppoaed to season 
strangera to M.irgate, it is not ctutomiuy the next day, and 
therefore I filiiill not dip till to-morroir. Tell me, when 70a 
write, what time you go into the aea, or rather into the 
woolsack, for I do not eee the Tast benefit that can be derired 
from bathing in hnge gowns of thick cloth. 

I niuBt tell you that while we were becalmed at PUrfleet in 
the Thames, Mr. Stewart and myself went to visit one of his 
acqimintancea, the Ordnance storekeeper there, and stopped in 
our way to eat currants at a cottage. The mistress of the 
fruit waa a very pretty young woman, with an infant sleeping- 
in its cradle by her aide, in all the gaping chubbiness of his 
liealthy age. She was remarkably genteel, and well informed 
for her situation ; and as the sight of a baby always makes 
me tliink of you (there's a compliment for you), I talked to 
her about her children and her husband. She told me she 
read novels, or rather used to read them, most greedily. 

/. Does yoiw husband read novels ? 

She. No, sir, he never reads them at all ; he does not like 
them, he is not fond of reading. 

/. His dislike for novels is Incky. 

She (imilutff). Why, yes, sir, for then he thinks moj.t of 
myself and his little ones. 

/. Very good ; but that is not the only reason why it is 
lucky. 

She. True. I know your reason, sir ; noveb would maktr 
both, instead of one of us, lazy. 

/. I must take a quart instead of a pint of your currants, 
&C. &c. &0. 

God bless yon, my dear love : read as much as you can with- 
such a headache iis yours, thongb I need not, and perhaps 
o>nght not, to tell you to do it after the kind promises you 
hftye made me. But don't mind the fruiterer's wife ; reasons, 
the best in the world in one place, become the worst in 
another. Read novels, but let them be good ones, like Cecilia 
and Camilla, in which there is fancy, and wisdom, and humour, 
and morality all together. The bui^ ari^ng from them is 
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owing to want of judgment in the choice of the reader. Did 
you ever read ffermsprong, Ned James, or Man as He la f 
Tou would like them much, particularly the first, which is 
B^d to be written by Lord Erakine.* 

You Bee I hardly know when to leave off when once I am 
in your company. God bless you again and ogiun. Tour 
moat afiectiooate 

Hekbt. 

By a passage in a letter from Barron Field, beginning 
"My dearest Friend," and writtec from Hastings in 
August, 1807, it would seem that the young critic at 
that period wrote in The Times ; but he never talked of 
it, and probably he only acted as a substitute for his 
friend Barnes, who sooner or later Lad a regular 
engagement ou that paper, and, as everybody linows, 
became its managing editor. Field writes: — 

To Leigh Huht. 

Hastings, llth August, 1807. 
Mt deadest Fgiend, — I am in ecBLisies with your very 
attentive criticism in The Times, which I have only this 
moment seen; and cannot help sending you my best thanks 
for it. The latter part of it, ou Mathcivs, I saw copied in the 
Courier a day or two ago, and knew from whence it came 
directly. Your simile of the clock and dial at the conclu- 
sion, however, I think imperfect, for there never was a clock 
without a dial, or that did not show its meaning after it bad 
Btruck it. The allusion to water-worka is a masterpiece. 
Pray let Mr. Walter have an article on the new piuce of 

• Htrmtpnng was really written by Bage, a country bookseller, 
who alio wrote Man as He It, and some other novels; easy, interctt- 
ing, and clever lllostrfttioni of eoclety m it was in those days, soon 
after tlie French Rerolition, or as the clever bookseller wiihed it to 
be. To Hermsprong Leigh Hunt icmaiued faithful througli life, 
likenias the hero of it to Sliellcy. 
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" Errors Excepted " on TJatrsdai/ evening. Call on bun ailer 

the play, and be will accommodate you —Tours, 

in Bute and certmn hope of an answer by Thursday, 

Ba&kon Field. 

To a singular vigour of constitution Leigh Hunt 
united great nervous excitability, and there can be no 
doubt that the really hard fare at the Christ Hospital 
period of his days contributed materially to diminish 
his natural stamina. Although, therefore, he was 
throughout his life a temperate man, and retained his 
animation and hopefulness, and even his youthful 
appearance, to an unusually late age, he had very 
frequent and sometimes alarming attacks of illness. 
These were nsually of the nature called "bilious," or 
were direct attacks upon the head, accompanied some- 
times by head-ache, more frequently by giddiness, 
beating of the pulse, and a painful sense of pressure. 
Their ill effects were undoubtedly increased by his own 
nervous apprehensions respecting them, and also by 
his insatiable love of study. It was during one of 
these attacks that he paid a visit to a schoolfellow in 
Nottinghamshire. 

To MABLUniE. 

Scaithing Moor, Nottinghamshire, 

Wednesday Eve, 8 o'clock. 
" So Hwry Hunt came to ScaJthing Uoor, 
To ScBilhing Moor came he ; 
And when he came to merry- Scaithing, 
He (walloired some cho-co-la-U." 

Well, my dear llarianue, I am now 135 miles from you, 
and yet I do not find you are a jot further from my heart, 
My jonmey has been nothing but snow, elect, and wind ; but 
I am now sitting by a blazing fire in the snuggest inn I ever 
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saw; a little confusion of head is tlie only unpleasant sensa- 
tion I feel, and I take up my pen to converse with 
you. Heaven bless the inventor of pens and poetmen I I 
happened to meet in the coach, when I set oS* on Tuesday 

Marianne (lifting np two bright astonished eyes). On 
Tuesday morning, ur ? You must mean Monday morning, 

S. Madam, you must excuse me : I mean Tuesday 



3f. Why, sir, you took leave of us on Monday momiag. 

H. Yes, madam, and the coach took leave of me. 

M. Why, sir, the coach went off at eight? 

n. {with much sorrow). Yes, madam. 

M. You were too late, then, sir ? 

//. (with much sorrow). Yes, madam. 

M. And lost half your fare ? 

H. Yes, madam. 

M. A guinea and a half? 

if. Yes, madam. 

M. Well, sir, you have only paid a guinea and a half for 
a lesson of prudence. 

H. True, madam. Some pay as much for a lesson on the 
fiddle. Which is the most useful of the two ? 

M. But, my dear sir, why didn't you return to Titohfield 
Street? 

H. Why, my dear madam, there is something inexpressibly 
foolish in going twice on the same errand in vain. I took a 
place at the White Horse in Fetter Lane, so I slept in Gray's 
Inn, to be in time next morning. 

M. Well, my dear Henry, all is well that ends well. I 
was afraid, at first, that you had been detained by a worse 
accident. 

H. Yoa are the dearest girl in the world, and, if you 
please, Fll go on with my story. I was going to tell you 
that I found a citizen and his wife in the coach, one of the 
best-natnred couples in the world. These have been my 
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coropaaious all the vay. Last night the coach Idl \ia to 
Bleep at Wanddford, and the citizen and I, being strack with 
each other, resolved to traTcl the rest of onr joumej in a 
post-chmse. Here we are, then, round a blazing fire : the 
citizen, a genteel, stout man, who givea me to underatand 
ihat he has a house in Lombard Street and a country-aeat 
at BlackheatL, ia lounging at the right side of the fire; his 
wife, a' Tery pretty woman, a little younger than himself — 
that is, about six or seven and thirty, with ■ a beautiful com- 
plexion and sparkling hazel eyes — sits right before the fire ; 
and your homble servant Is wridng on the Icfl comer before 
two silver candlesticks. The room is about the size of your 
drawing-room, the curtains down to the ground, a noble rug 
Tmder my feet, the wind whistling outside the bouse to a 
moonlight sky, and all three of us much refreshed and grati~ 
fied by a roasted barndoor fowl and a glass of Nottinghatn- 
ahire ale, which has constituted our supper. 1 tell you all 
thJB, because I know that everything I have been about will 
interest you. Afiection, like melancholy, magnifies trifles ; 
but the magnifying of the one is like looking through a 
telescope at heavenly objects ; that of the other, like enlarg- 
ing monsters with a microscope. 

My companions are going to Bawtry, which ia at some 
little distance from Gainsborough : the latter town I shall 
reach to-morrow noon. They are great travellers, have made 
excnraions over most parts of England, and underatand the 
notions of postboys and inns — a knowledge very useful to me, 
who have given shillings when I find 1 should have given 
pence only. The citizen, however, is so liberal that I can 
hardly imagine sometimes that he can have a house in 
LouBABD Street; he gives the postboys a shilling estra when 
they have had a tempestuous journey, and seems to have the 
knack of making others as generous as himself. Last night 
I slept at Wandsford, ate a baan of milk and bread for my 
supper — another in the morning for my breakfast— and had 
an e:scellent bed, afler sitting an hour at an excellent fire; 
for this I had to pay tenpence — a bill so moderate that it 
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astonished even tlie veteran trarellers. Some writer has 
said that the man who caoaot enjoy himself in the snugoess 
of an Enghsh inn will enjoy himself nowhere. I agree with 
him with oil toy soul. There is aomething delicious ia 
jamjdng out of a cliaiae, throwiaf; yonreelf into'an arm- 
chair, and poking a huge fire. If I only had you by tny 
ddo .... but I must not talk about that, or I shall 
be impatient to get back again. 

Hake my remembrances to Mr. Hunter, and beg him to 
go for me to Creighton'a Circulating Library in Tavistock 
Street, and pay another month's subscription for me : it is 
about two or three shillings. If you or any of the family 
caa find in the catalogue any book you might wish to read, 
you can procure it. No: upon second thoughts, I beg pardon, 
you cannot ; for I have got the books, that should be 
exchanged, with me. The least I can do for Mr. Hunter in 
return will be to write to him. Tell Mrs. Hunter that 1 have 
neither palpitations nor risings, and that I send her my best 
regards for all her care of me. Request Bess not to speak so 
loudly another time, for I heard what she Baid of me last 
night at fen o'clock : 1 hope Mncerely that your heigh-hos 1 
and her oh ! ohs I are both gone. I don't care whether Anne 
snores or no, for I do not hear the winds at night, so I have 
some hopes her nightly melodies will not reach me. I will 
not ask you to write to me immediately, for two reaaona: in 
the first place, yott had reason ta expect a letter irom me 
before this, but I arrived at Wandsford last night at twelve 
terribly fatigued, and hardly had time to swallow my 
breakfast there this morning ; secondly, I know you do not 
want asking. Fray let me know how Mrs. Robertson is, with 
her pretty little miniature of a girl. Good God 1 how ought 
we not to love woman, who suffers so much for our being 
and our happiness ! 1 hope there will never be a moment 
of your life which will not be a witness to the assiduity and 
the tenderness of your affectionate and grateful 

J. Henri L. Himi. 
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Hm1)0TWigh, in Leicestershire, 

Saturday, lltk June, 1808. 

Mt dearest Gibl, — Aa I go the latter half of my journey 
in a gig, I am obliged to travel more leisurely than I did at 
first, and shall not reach Nottingham till to-morrow evening, 
I have therefore sat down to write you from tkia place, in 
order that yon may have a letter on Monday. I have made 
but poor work of it hithurto. All yesterday I waa jammed 
up in a hot coach with a silent iarmer, a aleepy, lisping yoong 
man, and a reverend wigsby of the usual dimensions, who 
r^ed against the Unitariana^nd, what was worse, gave me 
no room for my legs- These three youths soon went to sleep, 
and, I mnst own, I had no snoring ; but the parson, by way 
of caution against cold, had aknost entirely pulled up both 
coach-windows ; jay legs felt as they were in the stocks ; and 
his huge beaver, as he nodded, not only played up and down 
before my face, in a manner that almost made me laugh, but 
tumbled off upon me every now and then, so that I expected 
his wig to follow every instant. However, I waked him with 
much civility to return him his hat, and then he used to start, 
and grin, and snore, and smile at me, I suppose, by way 
of apology. I longed to have all their faces in a vice, as 
usual. Once, I fondly imaged, he was going to be pohte, 
for he made me change sides with him, and I looked upon 
this as no small generosity, as he was on the best seat ; but 
lo 1 when I altered my situation, I found the 6u ncoming full 
upon my fece. Nothing could have been better done. Oh, 
Mr. Parson I Well, we got into Nottingham about two in 
the morning, and then the aleepy youth and myself, who 
stopped there, were obliged to knock up a miserable inn for 
beds. The landlord showed us two rooms, one with a single 
bed in it, aud flie other with two beds, one of which was 
already occujried by two rustics. It was evident that either 
the sleepy youth or myself must have the double-bedded 
garret ; but as he was a polite youth, he began to abuse the 
landlord for oflering such a room to gentlemen, so that I 
imagined he was going to insist that I should have the single 

TOL. I. 3 
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bed i but while he waa abnaiag, he had walked into tho 
better apartment, set down his portmanteau, and begun to 
walk fretfully about. I saw what he was WMting for under 
pretence of abasing the landlord ; and so 1 put him ont of hia 
miaery by going immediately into the other room. So it ij 
my &te to be outwitted by paraona; for the aleepy youth, it 
•eems, ia intended for the Church. I cauld not help smiling 
to think how finely I could smoke all this kind of thing, and, 
at the same lime, reasonably, other men might smoke me, who 
so easily manage to get the worst of it. Be that as it may, the 
two rustics Jumped up, when ^entered, as if I had been a 
thief; but aa gCMxl fortune would have it, it was time for them 
to depart, which fbey did ta my infinite satisfaction. I bolted 
the door, was is bed in an Instant, and forgot all the parsona 
in the world, nay, forgot all the world but one, whom 1 need 
not mention, and woke at eight o'clock in the full sunshine. 
This sunshine, however, was a little too hot, and a little too 
shoTt. Mr. Payne's gig, with an excellent umbrella, great- 
coat, and overalls, met me ..at Northampton, and I arrived 
here in it, after a heavy drive through a heavy mn. 
itTeverthelesB, Miss Church sends you her love, and so 
she does Bets^, not to mention best respects to Mr. and 
Mrs. Hnuter. 

Nottmgham, Monday, 20fA, 1808. 
Mr DEAREST LoTE, — I have Just arrived from a village 
about twelve miles from hence, in Sherwood Forest, where I 
went yesterday momiog, and slept last night. My visit was 
to a friend of Mr. Payne, who went with me. We had avery 
pleasant ride ou horseback, both there and back. Yery few 
of the forest trees are remaining, though Sherwood once 
extended several miles od each side of Nottingham. The 
inhabitants still talk of Bobin Hood to strangers, and at a 
public-house not &r team the town they pretend to show his 
cap and sword. The astonishefl beholders of course exclum, 
" Very odd that it should be Bobin Hood's cap," and so forth, 
and then they call for a pint of porter. It ia a pity that thero 
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is DO relic of his mistress Marian, or nther it is a wonder, 
coDsidering; the iaveation of relic-finders. Were I to set up 
an inn here, I would certainly produce a lock of Marian's 
hair, and vho should tell me it was not genuine? It is 
amusing to think how the world neglect much greater men 
than Eobiii, and how they value their most paltry memorials; 
and yet it shows the happy tendency of eveiy trifle to keep 
up the reputation of great men. Thus the warrior, who is 
ungratefully used by his cotintry, may obtain his reward atler 
death by his cap or his sword ; a poet may be immortalised 
among the vulgar by the chair in which he used to write ; 
and the beautiful Mary Stuart triumph over her rival Eliza- 
beth by the mere force of a miniature. Sometdmee, indeed, 
this deification of kickshaws may be abused : the Roman 
Catholics have five or ais: legs, original legs, of the same saint, 
in five OT six difierent places, so that either five of the claim- 
ants tell us a stoiy, or the saint must hxve been a monster : 
they are also a little too apt to suppose every tombstone diey 
dig up in Italy to have been a saint's or a martyr's, and they 
dafy the names they find upon them, which for aught we 
know may have belonged to overseers of the road, or some of 
the greatest sconndrels in ancient Rome, or perhaps even to 
the persecutors of the primitive Christians. (Pray excuse the 
blot I have just made.) In our own country we have a scan- 
dalous instance of the perversion of &nciittl honours and relics. 
I mean the exhibition in Westminster Abbey of a cap said to 
belong to General Monk, who restored Charles II., you know. 
In the first place, it is a mere exaction upon those who have 
already paid to see the curiosities ; for the fellow who shows 
them, afler handing it about, tells jou that it is a custom wiUi 
all ladies and gentlemen, to put something in Greneral Monk's 
cap ; and secondly, this fimious general was really a man of 
neither talents not virtue, though the vulgar who crowd to 
see the show are led to imagine that he possessed both in an 
extraordinary degree ; for what must he have been whose 
mere cap possesses so lucrative a virtue ? These meannesses, 
ud in fact the whole paltry pieces of wax-work, ought to be 
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abolished by the clergy of the Abbey. — But I must not write 
you an essay on relics inetead of a letter. 

I gave you, too, an abusive account of Nottingham, and 
thus (for I had seen nothing of it but the narrow strecta 
throt^h which I first came) you may be enabled to judge of 
tboBe six weeks' and summer tourists who write accounts of 
towns aad cities through which they hare rattled along in 
poBt-chaiaea. A traveller who happened to touch on the 
confines of Sweden in this manner, caught a glimpse of a 
man and woman walking, one of whom had a bump-back 
and the other red hair ; so the story ttays that he made this 
judicions memoraodum : — " NiB. All the women in Sweden 
are cairoty-headed, and all the meu bump-backed." 

In tite Garden, Hermitage, Nottingliam, 
Satarday noon, 25(A June, 1808, 
My deakest Love,— The Hermitage ink is very bad, but 
perhaps it will get brighter as it comes nearer you. Toa see 
I am writiog to you from the grotto I mentioned in the 
Quaker's garden. It is more of a hermitage than a grotto, 
ibr it wants the proper quantity of shell, spars, and other 
grottoical ornaments. The ^tnation b truly delightlul. 
Fancy to yourself about one hundred gardens, enclosed on 
two sides by the rock, with the castle overlooking them from 
the east rock, the grottos looking down on them from the 
noith, the meadows and distant hills on the south and west, 
and the river Leen running at the foot of them, and you will 
have some idea of my situation. I would try to draw it for you, 
but Pve grown bashful since you have become a Bculptress. 
The retreat in which I am scribbling conusts of two rooms, 
one for parlour, and one for kitchen ; they are both almost 
entirely rock, with a little wainscoting just at the middle of 
the udes. In the kitchen are the usual nicknacka of a tea 
equipage, and a little recess for a closet, coataiaing garden 
tools. Before the door are flowere in pot and parterre, and a 
moat delidouB view far over the garden and river. I want 
nothing but a long beard sud a orucifis: to be a complete 
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liermit. I hear no sounda but tlie birds, the long ham of the 
bee, and every now aod then a mower whetting his scjthc. 
A plague upon those unromantic beetles and earthworms, for 
I long to throw myself amidst all the flowers. If you look in 
Milton's " Allegro," at the hnea about " Strait mine eye hath 
caught new pleasure," Ac., you will see a perfect picture of 
this poetical retreat. Hermits might have been very com- 
fortable for aught I know, but I am persuaded there is no 
such thing, after all, as a perfect enjoyment of soKtude, for 
the more delicious the eolitude the more one wants a 
companion. You know what sort of a companion, and you 
know whom, too, for me. I know that if you were with me 
juat DOW, I could forget London entirely, but I cannot manage 
to forget.it while I am alone. I hear somebody knocking : I 
take up a rose, and what do yoa think for 7 — why to clean my 
pen. There's realization of iancy for you. However, I must 
own that it was already plucked off, and lying on the table. 

Sandag Morning, 8 o'clock. 
I was interrupted yesterday by Mr. Payne, who lounged 
■with me till dinner. By-the-by, I forgot to tell you about 
some curious excavations in the Castle rock, which the common 
people here caE papish holes. They are in general choked 
up near the mouth ; but we are told that they run in mazes 
underneath the Caatle, for the use, no doubt, of the soldiery, 
the Castle servants, and the Castle intriguers. The subter- 
ranean entrance ia still shown, through which they went to 
surprise that scoundrel Queen Isabella, with her gallant 
Mortimer, Yon know her very well from Eapin. I caU an 
infamous female like her a scoundrel, because she no longer 
deserves even the bad titles of her sex. I visited the manu- 
facturers in the evening for tlie third time, and now I believe 
I have seen everything about the town of Nottingham. I 
have also become a great physician since you saw me last. 
Let Mrs. Hunter take care of her throne. I have accompanied 
I>r. Clarke to all kinds of patients ; and by this method I have 
been enabled to see all ranks of inhabitants, from the rudd/ 
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cotmtiy rector, who has headacbeB from folnens of blood, down 
to the pale, laborious weaver in his squalid retreat of dirt 
and noise, who has headaches because he has no blood at all. 
I have Bccn in the lower classes the baleful effects of opium, 
which the women are constantlj taking, and which, with the 
help of Godfrey's cordial, destroys the rising generation of 
weavers. Lastly, I have been studying vaccine inoculation, 
which has now become a political question ; I have witnessed 
its progresaiTe effects upon different children, and I have seen 
recorded in the books of the infirmary, that the small-pox has 
come into the town four times within these years, and has 
been as constantly prevented from spreading by the instant 
inoculation of every infant round the spot where it was Jbund. 
The doctor is determined, he Bays, not to let tiie editor of the 
Examiiier^, withoutdoinghimself the honour of contributing 
his atom towards the said editor's general knowledge. Hem 1 
Accordingly he did himself the honour, the other ereniug, to 
galvanise the editor's temple, which was a very courteous 
hospitality to the editor, who felt as if he had b«en shot 
through the head. Also he showed him a lady's heart, which 
rather staggered the editor's belief that that interesting object 
could be the seat of love. In short, to close this amiable 
' subject, he introduced the stud editor to a murderer I Horrible 
vision ! Bat do not be alarmed. The murderer, who waa 
once, as the song says, 

"A gay dragoon. 
With hii long iword, saddle, bridle," 

killed a man sometime ago at Leicester, and ia now a very 
harmless personage in the shape of a skeleton. However, 
when the doctor galvanised me the other night, he put out 
the candles in his room; and there I sat in the dark, awfully 
oiough, with a man before me who was creating strange fire, 
and a murderer standing behind me in a. little closet. I 
thought of the skeleton in that facetious romance I read just 
before I came away, who was seen sitting and chattering with 
a monk, like two bricklayers over a pint of beer. 
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Wednesdag Evening, 19lA October, 1808. 
Mr. Whitaker has eet s new soDg of mine with hia qbiuI 
taste and feeling, and here are the words for you, before any- 
body elBe has Been them, except the Buttons. I do not know 
whether you ever heard an Koliaa harp, at least a good one. 
If you have, you must have been delighted, I know. The 
wind is the musician, you know; and as it ewella over the 
strings, fetched out those beautifully wild chords, which are 
like nothing upon earth, as an Irishman would say, but the 
voices of angelB. The swellings, and the falls, and the con- 
tinued tremblings, la a still hour at night, are like a Eoul 
itself composed of sound; bo I have written a comparison 



Love akd the Eoliah Habf. 
Let CDe not wngte my sigtu away. 
Like galea that heed not where they play, 
Piom floTFer to flower, from atone to stone, 
And nerer aure but to be gonei 
But let them flod some thrilling heart 
That, like the charm'd Eolian Jyre, 
Shall in responaire music start 
With all its chords on fire I 

Sach, such should be 

Love's harmony ! 

Act cannot wake the wondrDUB sound, 

In damps 'tis dnll, in atanni 'tis drown'd; 

But long and gradual be the sighs, 

And long 'twill Tibrate ere it dies; 

And haven's own hand iball seem to stray 

Through all itc fltiTet of deUgbt, 

Heard seldom in the busy day, 

Bat oh, divine at night I 

Such, such should be 

Love's barmony I 

There, Mias Kent ; I need not tell you to put this letter 
mider your pillow. 

My next song wiU be upon the subject of eyes : you know 
whose. Indeed all my amatory effusions are upon one person, 
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and in that refipect they not only diSet with, but excel all the 
song-writers of the day, who are indeed no better than elegant 
vagabonda aller all, they are bo perpetually roaming from one 
girl to aaothec I have neither sufficient grace, nor sufficient 
gracelessneee, to be always rarying my attitudes and my pur- 
suits in tiis manner. I am for unity in lore, you know, as 
well as in religion, and am determined that my goddess shall 
not consist, liie Diana, of three diferent persons as wdi as 
names. So bow you have my love-creed for the thousandth 



Monday, lith Nov&nher, 1808. 
I have been looking over your collection of the Examiner, 
and have found one or two wanting, which I will supply 
before the year's out, as it would be a pity to spoil the set, 
for they are very rare, I assure you. One or two have been 
lent, I believe ; and people who borrow it may not conjecture 
that four or five or six shillings are sometimes given for one 
of tliem. The paper gets oa.^Ioriously indeed;-tmr regular 
sale is now t^i'o thousaad two hundred, and hy Christmas, 
or a few weeks after, I have little doubt we shall be., three; 
and what is best of all, we shall now keep it to ourselves. 
My brother told me the other day that he had no doubt but we 
should be getting eight or ten guineas apiece every wesk in a 
year's time ; now eight or ten guineas a week, with my hun- 
dred a-year from the War Office (for I rose ten pounds the 
oth«r day), will be a tolerable income for a man to begin 
housekeeping with. If it were but six guineas apiece at first 
(for the paper will increase you know), it would do pretty well 
for us ; don't you think so, Slarian 7 Fray tell me what you 
think of this ; for though I like to talk of money matters very 
little with anybody, and still less, I think, with you (that is, 

I mean, with regard to , as Mr. Dyer says, or , but 

yon understand me), yet we must talk of them some d^y, you 
know. I can anticipate what your love might prompt yon 
to say — that we could live on little — but I have seen bo much 
of the irritabilities, or rather the miseries arising from wont 
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of a mitahh income, and tte best woman of ter time vras eo 
worried, and finally worn out with the early negligence of 
others in this respect, that if ever I was determined in any- 
thing, it is to be perfectly clear of the world, and ready to 
meet the exigencies of a married life before I do marry, for I 
#viU not see a wife, who loves me and is the comfort of my 
existence,, afraid to speak to me of money matters ; she shall 
never tremble to hear a knock at the door, or to meet a 
quarter-day ; she will tremble, I hope, with nothing but love 
and joy in the arms of her husband. 



Thursday, 17tk Novemhcr, 1808. 
, . . . Louis XIV. was like the Prince of Wales, inaa- 
much as he was fond of pleasure; but his ambition rendered 
him at once a better and a worse man than the prince, for it 
made him fonder of literature and the arts, which he knew 
would immortalise iiim, and it plunged him into a hundred 
useless wars, which the prince has never been able to under- 
take, and, probably, never would have undertaken, as he is so 
grossly indolent, for I do not think his virtues would preserve 
him from any error. In short, if the vices of Louis had 
greater opportunity to extend themselves than those of the 
prince, the Frenchman was, nevertheless, more sensible, more 
tasteful, more refined in his pleasnres, more like a prince. 
He was more like the Emperor Augustus, except that he 
became a religious bigot in his old age — the common end ol 
many a viciona man who is disappointed. My two favourite 
princes are Henry FV. of France and our own Alfred ; the 
one, though he was a man of gallantry, which is to be par- 
doned, in a great measure, in a Frenchman of bis time, was 
never depraved, never lost the goodness of his heart, and he 
was a perfect hero of chivalry, as well as a philosopher, in 
adversity : the other is the most perfect character in the list 
of monarchs of any age or country, a man who has come 
down to posterity without a single vice; — a warrior, a legis- 
lator, a poet, a musician, a philosopher — a mixture of every- 
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tiling great and email that renders us dignified, wiae, or 
accompliahed: a combiuatioa, indeed, 



Ton Bee I must have recourse to Shakepeare. Nobody but 
Bucb a writer can deacribe such a king. 

Dr. Knighton's brother-in-law, Capt«in Seymour, lias per- 
formed a very noble exploit, which you will aee, of course, in 
the Examner. With a ve^el of thirty-six guns he has 
Ciiptnred a French frigate of forty-four, after some desperate 
fighting. The two ships got hooked together, and the muzzles 
of the enemy's guns reacted through the English portholes. 
The French fought magnificently ; out of a hnndred marines, 
for instance, only fourteen survived, and their deck presented 
the appearance of a cbamel-house ; bat if the French fonght 
60, how must the English have fought, who were their 
conquerors ? But I will not talk long to you on a subject 
like this. However we may rejoice at the successea of our 
country, war is at all times unreasoniible to our judgments 
and shocking to our hearts. 

For some years Leigh Hunt had been practising 
his pen in the public jonmala. His brother John, 
with whom he resided for a time, was a printer, and 
they had already endeavonred to unite their forces. 
John had sought to establish the paper already men- 
tioned, the Statesman. It promised to have a high 
patronage, for mention is made that a footman had 
appeared at the o£Bce especially to order it for her 
' Majesty; hut it was relinquished, apparently through 
some want of perseverance in the capitalists. Early 
in 1S08 the two brothers set up the Examiner, the 
main objects of which were, as the editor says ia 
his Autobiography, "to assist in producing reform in 
Parhament, liberality of opinion in general (especially 
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freedom from superstition), and a fusion of literary 
taste into all subjects whatsoever. It began with being 
of no party; but reform soon gave it one. It disclaimed 
all knowledge of statistics ; and the rest of its politics 
were rather a sentiment, and a matter of general train- 
ing, than founded on any particular political reflection. 
It possessed the benefit, however, of a good deal of 
reading. It never wanted examples out of history and 
biography, or a kind of adornment from the spirit of 
literature ; and it gradually drew to its perusal many 
intelligent persons of both sexes, who would, perhaps, 
never have attended to politics under any other circum- 
stances. The Examiner was always quoting against 
them the Alfreds and Antoninuses of old. The Con- 
Etitution, with its King, Lords, and Commons, was its 
incessant watchword." 

The new paper was started when the Prince Regent, 
sorrounded by persons who cultivated his foibles, was 
acquiring a constant increase of unpopularity ; Bona- 
parte was at the height of his power, and leading statesi 
men were slill, witii more or less impulse interrupted 
by fits of despondency, labouring to restore the genuine 
spirit of the British Constitution. In his own paper, 
Leigh Hunt carried on the same spirit of criticism 
which bad gained him distinction in other journals, 
especially in the NewB ; and the Examiner very rapidly 
advanced to the foremost rank which it ultimately 
attained. Daring the year 1808, Leigh Hunt had 
frequently dbcussed the propriety of his retirement 
from the War Office, not only because his new occu- 
pation interfered with his duties, but because he desired 
to secure that absolute political independence which he 
persevered in maintaining throughout his life. His 
motives were succinctly explained in his letter of resig- 
nation. 
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To THE Right Hos. Secretaht-at-Wab, 

War Off,ce, Mr. Stvart's Department, 
Monday, 2<jth December, 1808. 

Snt, — An employment wliich I porsae ia. my extra hours, 
and whicli demands .a. .greater duty-lo-the public_than any 
I can perform in the "War Office, induces me to retire from a 
eitiiation in .which Ji sound freedom of thinking and speaking 
is liable to miatmat and misrepresentation; and I do hereby 
accordingly resign my situation as clerk in the War Office 
into the hands of the Secretary-at-War. 

In this proceeding, sir, you will do me the justice to believe, 
that my motives are exactly as I describe them, and that 
every petty consideration is incompatible with their purity 
and public ends. — I beg leave to subscribe myself, sir, your • 
very obedient servant, 

Leigh Hckt. 

ThG independence of the Examiner soon drew upon 
it the hostility of the Government, which in those days, 
to its own serious detriment, commanded a ready 
machinery of castigation. The Examiner was prose- 
cuted many times; but the official hostility did but 
secure for the psiper the earnest sympathy and support 
of a continually increasing number amoncrst the very 
ilite of the Liberal party. Here is a letter found 
amongst Leigh Hunt's papers, from a writer who had 
already written on the lOthof October, 1808, to say 
that he had taken an active part in distributing tha 
prospectus of the paper : — 

29(A DecerrAer, 1808. 
Sib,— :1 am at a loss whether to sympathise with you in 
the way of congratulation or of condolence, on the subject of 
your impending prosecution. As a proof of what to your 
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readers needed no proving — ^your enei^y, it will undoubtedly 
bring you earEer to that pre-eminent celebrity which I have 
sauguinely anticipated for you, and by all my little efforts 
laboured to promote. This, by giving a wider diffusion to 
your opinions, out of evil may educe good. 
But, then, if such should be ita issue, — 

" Traiu Hberim cubatia, prope CieMri> hortot," 

is a melancholy reply to any one inquiring your lodgings. 
The abode itself, I fear, is not perfectly Elysian, though it 
involves, for a time at least, a sort of civil extinction, " And 
in that sleep of death " — not that I am much afraid of your 
visions — they will, I am sure, be those of a ecbobr, and 1 
doubt not those of a patriot. Under existing circumstances, 
and with the present administration, the safest, if not the best, 
employment of the latter character is to dream. 

May I beg to be lavoured henceforth with your Monday 
edition, which will leave out nothing material, I trust, of its 
elder brother's contents. I shall be obliged to you likewise 
for the title-page, preface, &o., as / shall assuredly bind you 
np, whatever the law may do. — Very truly yours. 

Fas. ■WEAHaHAM. 

Mr. Fawkes has lately, I believe, become one of your 

sabscribers. 

Invitations to other employments came in irom 
all quarters. I find a very courteoas letter dated 
"32, Fleet Street, March Slst, 1809," especially in- 
viting a general review of the state of the drama for a 
periodical publication. The letter is signed, *' Mnch 
your admirer and friend, John Murray." The invi- , 
tation was to write for the Quar^ly Retsiew. The 
Bubjecf was unpolitical, and, unquestionably, if Leigh 
Hunt had then acquired the thoroughly catholic spirit 
which he ultimately developed, he might have accepted 
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tiie inyitation, and might, we are almost inclined to 
say now, have done no small service in anticipating the 
work of those who afterwards Liberalised the Con- 
servative party. But he had not then had the expe- 
rience of half a century; and, we may add, he had not 
then profited by the beneficial reactions of the genial 
spirit which he himself materially contributed to throw 
into political warfare. Another letter from " A reader 
and admirer of your Examiner " asked his permission 
to nse the words of the beautiful song — 

" Throw the gaud; loeea fMin thee." 
This letter is signed " William Horsley." 

Leigh Hunt was married on the 3rd of July, 
1809. The marriage was to have been somewhat 
sooner — on the 18th of June — and on a Monday instead 
of Sunday, suggested by the bride's mother for some 
special reasons of the greater privacy. The marriage, 
howevei', took place at a later date, for there was ao 
obstacle in the way. A licence was to have been pro- 
cured, but Miss Kent was not twenty-one years of 
age; and although she wanted but three months of her 
majority, and the bridegroom was urged to get over the 
difficulty by consenting to speak of her as being already 
of age, he refused. This occasioned some change in 
the date ; and in the letter which he supposed to be the 
last before their union — one arranging for tlie day and 
the licence — he says : " In the midst of the bebiods 
happiness I feel on the occasion, the bnstle about 
proctors, and licences, and rings, still strikes me as 
something approaching to the frivolous ; but with re- 
gard to the clergyman, I would certainly — and I am 
sure you would — ^prefer a gentlemanly, reasonable, and 
sensible man for so sacred an office, to anybody who 
comes — perhaps, a careless reader, or frivolous, or 
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drunken. Aa to my bi-other, I feel so uneasy under 
deception of any kind, especially towards hini, that I 
think it better — and so does your mother and Mr. Hunter 
— to tell him the whole affair at once ; and as my sister 
has been invited into the conntry by Mrs. Whiting, 
and will certainly go there, we will try if we cannot 
keep her there beyond the week ; indeed, she has been 
invited for a month, though her active little soul does 
not like to bo unemployed, or at least away from the 
bustle, so long." 

Some time after his marriags, the young writer snf- 
fered severely from a fresh attack of illness, induced in 
some small degree, probably, by an excessive spareness 
of diet which he adopted, partly from a blind belief in 
the virtues of temperance under every aspect It was 
in obedience to medical advice that he paid a visit in 
the earliest days of Jannary to schoolfellows at Cam- 
bridge and Oxford. 

To Mariakhe. 

TrinitJ/ CoUege, CambTx^gt, 

Friday, 4(A January, 1811. 
Mabunna mA, — I arrived here at a little after five last night, 
with feet as cold as ice, but very comfortable in otlier respects, 
in spite of a miserable,, indulged infant wlio pestered us with 
its noise for upwards of thirty miles. The remaining part 
of the evening I devoted to Scholefield'e fire-side and to 
wanning my feet, and at eleven went to bed in a anug little 
room directly under his own, and on a first floor. Thia 
morning I have been writing my theatrical, bd that I have 
seen hardly anything of Cambridge, except Trinity College, 
and only the general appearance of that. It consists of two 
•noble squares, with stone buildings, and of Gothic architec- 
ture, iatenningled with a later style. In the hall, where 
they dine, aie whole-length portraits of Bacon, Dtyden, and 
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Newton, chiefly copies Jrom Eneller, which I worshipped aa 
in duty bound. Among other smaller relics of popery which 
are uaual with all such estAblishments, tbey have a very sin- 
gular one here. After dinner they put up a prayer for the 
Eoul of Henry the Eighth, the founder. la not this the 
climax of all mockery 7 The univeraty, by the general glimpse 
I caught of it last night, appeared to me to cut a much nobler 
figure than I should have thought, after all the pan^fyrica 
passed on Oxford: but the country aroimd is dismal indeed, 
and looks like the worst pictures of Holland, with nothing 
but flats, dykes, and stumpy willows with their bowE on end. 
When I looked out of the coach-window, upon thb wilderness 
corerod with snow, it seemed just like an immense sheet of 
paper, direraified with streams of ink and ready-stack pin- 
cuahiona fixed on posts. It does not snow at present, but, in 
de&ult of that, it freezes as hard as possible, and a moat 
insinuating wind comes through every nook and comer. But 
I have not time to wanton in description, and, in fact, have 
nothing more worth describing at present, unless it be the 
Cambridge butter, which, as you may have heard, is made in 
yards and served up in inches. In this frosty weather you 
might rule your paper with it, or loU out paste, or, per* 
adventure, convert it into an Italian-iron. Pray write to me, 
my dear girl, as quickly as you can. I promise you that, for 
every one of your pages, I will send you two. Kiss Thornton 
heartily for me, and remember me to all friends round the 
fireside, where I hope Mrs. Hunter is safely seated again. — 
Your afiectionate 

Hesbt. 

Trinity College, Cambridge, 
Sunday, Gth January, 1811. 
. , , . Cambridge improvea upon me at every turn ; 
and I meet, everywhere, with respect and hospitality. To-day 
I dine .with Wood, an old schoolfellow and patron of mine, 
who is tutor at Pembroke Hall, and a Fellow also, that is to 
say, he enjoys rooms and a regular stipend from the college, 
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and does Mhat lie pleases. These Fellows are alsolnte 

monks, -without monkish superslitioii or restraint ; they lire 
luxuriously, walk, ride, read, and have nothing to get, in this 
world, but a good appetite of a morning. Yesterday I was 
in the chapel of tbis magnificent college, Trinity; at one end 
of it there is a statue of Newton by Eoubilliac, full of 
thought and dignity ; and at the other, over the altar, a 
painting of St. Michael trampling on Satan, by West. You 
may conceive the pleasure this latter circumBtance gave me ; 
it seemed, in some measure, to make me belong to the place : 
not that I regret altogether the not having been at college, 
for otherwise I should not have been bo soon out in the world ; 
and after all, London, as Goldsmith eays, is the first of 
universitieB. It must be confessed, however, though yon will 
not discover it in this dull letter, that Trinity College ia full 
of inspiration, having educated Newton, Bacon, Dryden, 
Cowley, &c. ; possessing libraries and other buildings like 
palaces, and having at the hack one of the most rural walks 
and prospects in the county, — the river Cam. running through 
shelving banks of grass, upon which, in the sunjmer-time, 
you may literally lie down, to the water's edge, with your 
book and your pencil. 

Trinity College, 8th Jamtary, 1811. 

The weather at Cambridge is still piercingly cold, but the 
-wind has abated, and we have fine sunshine days and moon- 
light evenings. Were the weather a little less severe, I can 
conceive nothing finer than walking round the cloisters of the 
smaller court of this coUege on such evenings. Even our 
cloisters at school, when the gates were shut in, had a very 
inspiring effect at such a lime ; they were twice as long as 
those of Westminster School, but the cloisters here are still 
longer, besides being twice as broad as Christ's, with a 
prospect on one side of trees and the river Cam, and the 
recollection of all the great men who have trodden them 
in the bloom of youth and genius. The other night I went 
to the chapel and heard the service, which is not only 
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imposing, but something more, if you can get rid of the idea 
that the pereons about you rcgnrd it as a mere task. The 
meu attend in surplices ; there is an excellent organ and set 
of choristers ; wax-lights and boughs of the box-tree are 
fixed alternately down the long reading-desks ; and the 
chanting and anthems perfectly bear one away from earth. 
As for me, I was in the dean's seat, with my head just pceiing 
above a gorgeous cushion and huge psalm-book ; and wanted 
nothing but a cowl and crucifix to be a complete monk on 
the occasion : not that I felt inclined to give up the world 
and its delight, any more than the monks themselTcs — beauty 
of every kind, pottidzed, comes into the composition of my 
heaven — beauty of thinking, beauty of feeling, beanty of 
talking, beauty of hearing, and, of course, beauty of seeing, 
including visions of besutifdl eyes and beautiiii! tuma of 
limb. But this you knew long ago. This morning 1 visited 
Trinity Library, as I did yesterday that of Pembroke Hall 
and of the University. It is, like all the other buildings of 
this college, complete inside and out, and of a classical 
magnificence. The floor is of marble ; the room 200 feet 
long and 40 broad ; the bookcases, which are ranged at the 
sides, in the manner of stables, are of oek, and the projections 
are each surmounted with a bust of some great literary man. 
Several of these busts are by Roubilliac. " This," says I to 
Scholefield, " is Uie place for Mrs. Hunt to see." "Ay, sir, 
then she would be altogether happy, no doubt" Among some 
of the cariosities here, are a. pair of Queen Elizabeth's shoes, 
which, if they fitted her, must have belonged to formidable feet. 
They are placed by the side of a Chinese pair, which are just 
as long as their quarterings, and of proportionate narrowness. 
They look like an infent's ; but luckily there is a model of the 
foot to which they belong, and never was anything so hideous I 
The four lesser toes are bent nnder the sole, just as yea 
would bend four fingers of your hand into the palm, so that 
nothing but the great toe is left ; and the foot altogether looks 
exactly like a hoof of fiesh terminated by a claw. I would fain 
have relieved myself by the sight of a truly noble curiosity ia 
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another pait of tie room — the original of Milton's own hand- 
writing; but it was maliciously locked up. So much for oar 
chapel and library, for I am already a Trinity man in my 
likings as well aa my lodgings. I forgot to tell you, however, 
that I have at last jirocured what I have eo long wished for 
in vain — a book of chants to copy. I prosecute &g task 
devoutly, aud mean to lift Qp my voice, when I return, hke 
any Luther. By-the-by, you never told me how the books 
and music arrived. Fray do not forget to put the latter 
in tune, and take care of my Handel. I enclose two letters, 
which Mrs. Hunter will have the goodness to give Mr. Button 
for me. Fireidde remembrancea. You will see me again 
certainly ou Saturday night. I hope my little boy will not 
have forgotten me. Your affectionate 

Hehbt. 

In the earliest days of their marriage, the young 
' couple had lived at Beckenham, in Kent The number 
of brief notes from the husbaud to his wife at this date 
implies that the residence was too remote from work} 
and the air of the place probably contributed to his 
illness ; but, at all events, he thought so ; for the 
cc^tage was abandoned soon after his return to London. 
In a note to an agent on the spot he sends various 
instructions for the removal of boohs, payment of billsj 
&c; but he abstained from doing what some men would 
have accounted only a proper "stroke of business." 
*' As to the cottage itself, Mr, H. can by no means 
reconcile it to bis conscience to let it during the winter. 
If anybody should be inclined to take it for the summer, 
which is not likely, considering it is imfurni-Jied and 
out of the road of coaches, well and good ; but it is no 
more fit to stand rain and wind than a box of paper ; 
and at such time Mr. H. would rather keep it at the 
expense of his purse, than let it at the expense of his 
decency." 
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Among tlie letters of this period, I find the first from 
Shelley:— 

Fkom Percy Btssbe Shelley. 

Univtrsity College, Oxford, 2nd March, 1811. 
Sm, — Permit me, althougt a stranger, to offer my sincereBt 
congratulations on the oocaeion of that triumph, so highly 
to be prized by men of liberality ; permit me, also, to submit 
to your conaderation, as to one of the most fearlese 
enlighteners of the public mind at the present time, a scheme 
of mutual safety, of mutual indemnification for men of public 
epirit and principle, which, if carried into effect, would 
evidently be productive of incalculable advantages. Of the 
scheme, the enclosed is an addresa to tiie public ; the proposal 
for a meetii^, &c. shall be modified according to your judg- 
ment, if you will do me the honour to consider the point. 
The ultimate intention of my turn is to induce a meeting 
of such enlightened, unprejudiced members of the community, 
whose independent principles expose them to evils which 
might thus become alleviated, and 'to form a methodical 
society which should be organized so as to resist that coalition 
of the enemies to liberty which at present renders any 
expression of opinion on matters of policy dangerous to indi- 
viduals. It has been for the want of societies of this nature 
that corruption has attained tlie height at which we now 
- behold it J nor can any of us bear in mind the very great 
influence which, some years since, was gained by Ulumimam, 
without conmdering that a society of equal extent might 
establish rational liberty on as finu a basis as that which 
would have supported the visionary schemes of a completely- 
equalized community. Although perfectly unacquainted 
(privately) with you, I address you as a common Mend to 
lAherty, thinking that in cases of this urgency and importance 
that etiquette ought not to stand in the way of usefulness. 
My &ther is in Parliament, and on attaining twenty-one, I 
shall in all probabihty fill his vacant seat. On account of the 
responsibili^;y to which my reddeuce at this nniversi^ sub- 
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jects me, I, of course dare not publicly to aivow all that I think ; 
but the time will come when I hope that my every endeavour, 
inefficient as they may be, will be directed to lie advance- 
ment of Liberty, — I remain, sir, your most humble servant, 
F. B. Shelley. 

Leigli Hunt was to Lave visited hia schoolfellows at 
Cambridge on the Christmas of 1811, but the examination 
of that year taking place a,t a later date, his visit was 
deferred indefinitely, and he went out of town again for 
his health in the summer of 1812, on a visit to a gen- 
tleman at Taunton, who was connected by marriage 
with his brother John — Mr. Marnotf. 

TauTUon, 25th Auguet, 1812. 
. . . . From Wella we proceeded to Glastonbury, a 
town famous in old records for the most ancient abbey in the 
kingdom, for being the supposed birthplace of King Arthur, 
and for producing a species of whitethorn which waa said to 
bud miraculously on Christmas-day ; St. Joseph of Arimathea, 
it seems, having stuck his walking-stick in the ground on hia 
arrival here, upon which the earth expressed itfi sense of the 
compliment by turning it into a thorn in blossom. Part of 
the ruins of the abbey are still standing, and form as interest- 
ing a set of that description as you can well fancy, though 
neither tall nor extensive. The abbot was very rich, and had 
lands, parks, &c. ; and perhaps we may judge for what purpose 
Ilia habitation was principally built, in finding that the only 
piece of it which remains entire is the kitchen. There is a 
fireplace at eaA of the four cornera, with a huge chimney 
a-piece, running up out of the roof, and formed by the rooi 
itself bending inwards. Against one of the walla is a mitred 
figure still standing entire. We asked a ragged little boy, who 
showed ns the place, what it was. " Sir," said he, " I don't 
know; but it came fiom the West Indies." This answer, 
however, is nothing to one that w^ givun my brother John, 
or rather to an equivoque that was produced by a question of 
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his, vhich he put to a footman, who w.is showing him a 
mansioa in the neighbourhood of Tnuntoo. Mr. Marriott and 
he were proceeding into a room full of pictures, when he turned 
to the servant, and asked whether they were the old maeters. 
"Oh, jes, Bir,"Baid theman; " all the old maater's." "WhatI'' 
repeated my brother, "the productionB of the oZd masters?" 
" TeB, sir," replied the other, " every one of them — they were 
all done by my old master!" The fact was, that the late 
poEBessor of the place had dabbled in painljng, and hung a 
whole room with his pictures. — I did not know, tiU I hit 
Glastonbury, that it was said to be the burial-place of King 
Arthur, or I should have had a hundred poetical reveries and 
recollections for that " president of chivalry ;" but I am afraid 
the truth is, that he was buried in the same place in which he 
was bom and lived, — the brain of a poet. • 

The Examiner had drawn attention upon itself of 
many kinds. Enmeat , liberals came forward, and 
sought the personal acqnaintance of its young editor, 
and attorneys-general challenged hia acquaintance in 
another form. Mr. Brougham had already made 
acquaintance with his client; and it was after some 
conversations with Brougham that Bentliam wrote, 
asking for the pleasure of Leigh Hunt's company, some 
day, " for a sociable hour in Queen's-square-place." 
The correspondence was followed up with a more 
precise invitation to a "Hermit's dinner at this my 
hermitage." The ruder invitations of attomeyB-general 
were touched upon in another note to a private friend. 

37, Portland'Sireel, Wednesday, 6th Mm/, 1812. 
Bear Powell, — I accept with pleasure your invitation for 
next Saturday, and should have written to tell you so when I 
received your letter, but some interruption at the time, and 
occupation unce, conspired to delay it till this moment. You 
cannot give me a better treat tlian a pleasant little company 
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and miisic ; and now that you are upoa the subjects of 
" attomey-generala!' and " martyrJoma," pray recollect, O 
most ungrateful, bat at the same time moat complimentary of 
wags, that it is to former libellous fellowa like myself, and to 
the continual noise they have kept up against the encroach- 
ments of power, that we owe the esistence, or at least the 
perfection of these social enjoyments, which are nothing 
without an entire confidence ajid a freedom of speech. For 
inslance, — I shall very much enjoy the merriment with which 
you mean to inspire us all, — not to mention your glees and 
Eandwiches ; but whenever the merriment turns upon certain 
public characters, or whenever we feel ourselves in the pos- 
session of such a liberty and confidence of sociality as are not 
to be found in France or Turkey, then, notwithstanding all my 
obligations to yourself for splitting my sides and making me 
die, I must beg leave to return my thanks to the Hampde is, 
the Holts, Andrew Marvells, and other old English freemen, 
whose exertions, acting upon ua to this very day, enable us to 
say and to enjoy what we do. Pray, therefore, do not regard 
me as one who, fom m.ere want of a better taste, am in lore 
vrith prisons and persecutions ; for, candidly speaking, I really 
do prefer a freedom of range to a gaol-room, and am not. at all 
disposed, by natural inclination, to imitate poor Jack in the 
"Tale of a Tub," who used to stand at the comer of streets, 
and entreat the passengers to fevour him with " a handsome 
kick," or "a reasonable thwack on the shoulders:" — all my 
endeavours are for the best and commonest interests of us all ; 
and I beg you will look upon me as a truly considerate person, 
who acts as he does in order that future parties may sing 
their glees and swallow their bread and butter in comfort, 
and future Powells be as fiicetions as posmble Irom morning 
to night. 

You have not mentioned any particular hour on Saturday, 
but I take it for granted that you prepare for singing with a 
diie inigalioQ of Aroat ; and so, unless yon write to the 
contrary, shall make my appearance at seven. — Yours 
ancerely, Leiqh Hunt. 
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Henry Brongham conducted the defence of Leigh 
Hnnt in the prosecntion for the libel on the Prince 
Regent ; hut the great lawyer and the writer were 
drawn together by sympathy on many points, political 
and literary. In an early letter from Henry Brougham, 
accounting for being kept away by press of business, ho 
expresses his conviction that the Examiner had done " a 
very real service to a whole people by promoting tha 
Polish discussion, which, probably, from some vile per- 
sonal motives of the little jantoa who rule the dally 
press, has been obstinately avoided by those who used 
to gpeak most about liberty." In another letter he 
expresses his thanks for observations on divine right — 
thanks which he gives " both as a hater of tyranny and 
as a cultivator of religion, upon pure aud philosophical 
grounds." " As far as home politics are concerned," 
Continues Henry Brougham, asserting a sentiment 
which he has consistently siistalncd through life, and 
which is likely to receive new applications, " I should 
really like to see the eyes of oui- countrymen opened to 
their real situation after so victorious a war, as in the 
end it proved, and a good foundation laid for making 
them hereafter less prone to hostilities. Must we always 
be so knit to the Continent, even after our own dangers 
are terminated, that every quarrel of the German 
princes about territory or precedence shall draw us into 
a new war ? Can't the people learn to hear of wars 
and rumours of wars without running out to fight, 
whether they have any concern in the business or not?" 

Pbou Hekbt Brouuhau. 

York, Thursday [1812]. 
Mi dear Sib, — I have expected your verges, and looked for 
much soothing from Aem during the tedium and strife of the 
circuit. I have been prevented from sendii^ the notes on 
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Ravenna, hj Jaw business, and the correspondence arising 
out of the Orders in Council, and the kindness of the people 
towards me on tliat ecore — a, kindness which is so utterly 
bejond my deserts, that it touches me infinitely, and makes 
me ashamed of myself. It also gives the lie to much of 
vhat foolish and hard-hearted spoilt men say against the 
people. 

I have caused some out-of-the-way books on Italy to be 
looked out ia Westminster, for the purpose of seeing what 
they say of liavenna. As soon as I get there, I ahall have the 
passages extracted. 

The Luddite mania, and, in generiil, the tLlarms of the 
Tories, are less in this county than, in town, we have sup- 
posed. The Bcnsible part of mankind, even of the magis- 
trates, laugh at it. But those who do believe, believe by 
wholesale. They talk of the German novels, secret tribunals, 
and believe that everything is here, all of a sudden, organised 
like them I The judge (Bailey) has discountenanced such 
folly alarms; and all the persons aoouspd are acquitted, to 
the infinite discomfiture of the loyal prosecutors. The prose- 
cutions were all carried on by Government, with a great 
fracas and apparatus. The Luddites then carried on the 
attack in their turn, and t'other day I got large damages against 
a constable for accusing (and ari-esting) a man of being an 
arms-stealer. This also gi-eatly alarms the loyal. — In haste, 
believe me youra truly, 

H. Brougham. 

To Henbt Brouqham. 

Thursday Morning, 16th July, 1812. 
Deak Sir, — Some unespected and urgent business, which 
during Monday and Tuesday kept me away firom my Par- 
nassus (to earthly eyes a desk three feet high) prevented 
me from writing out the verses I promised yon ; and I now 
interrupt you, at this distance, to know whether you have 
time or inclination to look at them on the circuit. I confesei 
I would rather delay till your return, — that is to say, unless 
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I can hear from yoxs in the meantime respecting a promised 
manuscript of yours, inasmiich as I might then be enabled to 
settle some local points in the exordium which have hitherto 
left some of my passages gaping for information. E) howerer, 
you are too busy just now, or have left your journal behind 
you, I will make such extracts as I can; and take an oppor- 
tunity, at the same time, of explaining to you what views I 
have wilh respect to the versification. — Yours very troly, 
Leigh Homt, 

37, Portland Street, Oxford Road, 
• Monday, lOiA Au^t, 1812. 

Dear Sin, — I hoped to have been well enough by this 
time to make some extracts from my poem for your perusal ; 
for I have had an unexpected attack of an old nervous dia- 
order, which I thought had left me, and though it was by 
no means so bad, thank Heaven, as what assaulted me some 
years since,, yet it almost incapacitated me from any exertion 
whatever; and I have scarcely taken up a pen for tlwse two 
or three weeks, except when it was abaolutely forced into my 
hands by my editorial duties. But I must again put off thesG 
Terses, and think I had better delay them at once till your 
return, when you shall have enough of them to make you 
wish heartily that they were better. As you are fond of 
translation, however, I will just mention that next Sunday's 
Examiner will contain such a one as I could manage from 
Catullus's delicious little poem of Acme and Septimus : I 
have had it by me among some others, which I made as 
studies, to familiarize me with the niceties and fitnesses of 
expression, and which I may as well put in the paper now 
and then, when the Parliament affords us matter no longer, 
I received a most flattering letter the other day from your 
friend, Mr. Bentham (flattering, because cordial, and accom- 
panied with a present of some of his publications) ; and you 
may guess how unwell I have been, when I have been com- 
pelled to refuse a subsequent invitation which he sent me to 
dine with him next Wednesday. I am now getting better, 
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however, aod hope again to see his band writing before long. 
Ton will Bee, by yesterday's paper, wliat use I have made of 
the information you were good enongh to send me ; and you 
will see, I hope, aome day, what use I shall make of your 
intelligence from Bavenna ; but you shall first witness my 
wants on that head with your own eyes. 

I envied your whirl to the north with your Italian and 
poetical recollections, and long to get into my Ilampst^'ad 
retreat, out of the " stir and smoke of this dim spot, which 
men call " London; for the weather here — and with you, too, 
perhaps — has been such, I believe, as the depth of summer 
never iritneBaed before, — wet, cold, and unrelenting. It wonld 
be a kindness in the clouds if ihey would but hang out a 
label, to let us know their object, or advance an explanatory 
flag, as the actors do in a pantomime. But I must resist the 
pleasure of chatting with you, or my nerves will be at me 
again. — Yours, my dear sir, very sincerely, 

Leigh Hunt. 

P.S. — Tust as I had finished this letter, I received a visit 
from Mr. Bentham himself, who had not yet got my letter of 
excuse. He appeared to me like a father talking and laughing 
with one of his children. I am t« dine with him next week, 
and to meet an Edinbutgh reviewer. This would be awful 
work, if I had not found out that Edinburgh reviewers can 
be some of the most pleasant men in the world. 

Fbox Hensy Bbodghau. 

Srouffltam, Tuesday [1812]. 
Mr DEAE Sib, — Toa'U think me very idle not to have 
Bocmer acknowledged your letter, and thanked you both for 
the Introduction and for Acme and Septimi^ {an old favourite). 
I am extremely pleased with both ; and if you'll send me a 
Httle more of the poem, I should like to make a few free 
remarks. One or two turns struck me, but they were mere 
specks, and, I believe, from Dryden.- In the translation, 
I doubt respecting your two diminntivea — I rather more 
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tliati doubt — especially as to " poor fellow," which is incon- 
ustent with the infinite refmement of the piece. Could you 
not contrive some more delicate dimiuTitives ? Also could 
you not give the Sinister ante ? I think both you aud Cowley 
give it the go-by. Now, I question if it does not convey 
EOiae such meaning as that a change was effected in the lover 
— at least in the degree of possession. If it means anything 
bordering on indelicacy, it is indeed better omitted. 

I think highly indeed of the translation. A.cme, love! is 
extremely happy, but I could fill a page with instaaoes. Pray 
try Arria and Pstus, from Slartial 

Fray, let me have a little more of the poem, which takes 
my &ncy wonderfully. I shall very soon send the extracts 
jrpm my notes. I hope you got my packet from, Lancashire. 
I wrote it at Allerton, but sent it from Knowsley, being 
sure a frank of mioe ran great risk in Liverpool post-office. 
—Yours ever truly, ^^ 

I conclude your health is restored, but I wish you would 
not risk it by going to hot theatres. 

To Henbt Brougham. 

Sunday, 27th Septanber, 1812. 
Mt suss Sib, — I received your letter from Allerton, and 
should have taken a pleasure in directing my answer to that 
place, but I was not sure of your movements; and shall now 
be obh'ged to you, if you will let me know how long you 
mean to stay in your present quarters, in order that I may 
prepare my communications accordingly. The repetition of 
your invitation is extremely grateful to me, but I am farther 
than ever from being able to avail myself of it, delighted aa I 
should be to have you to myself for a few sunshiny days in 
the Bolitiidea of which you told me. I am only now gaining 
strength by slow d^rees and small portions of exercise, afler 
having been reduced to skin-and-bone, and must remain in a 
norsing Gtat« for some weeks. I shall get, however, into the 
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country, -fliougL scarcely out of town — being about to move, 
as I believe I told you, to a cottage ut West-end, Harapatead, 
where I do not despair of seeing you sit down witb jne to a 
plain joint nnd a pudding, some day on your return. The 
cottage is really and bond fide a cottage, with most humble 
ceilings and unsophisticated staircases ; but there is green 
about it, and a little garden with laurel : and I can put you 
into a room where there will be a little library of poets, and 
an original portrait of Milton to overlook ua as we Bit drink- 
ing our glass of wine, — so that you shall not help enjoying 
yourself in some measure. 

Acceptmybest thanks for your packets about Ravenna, with 
some of the contents of which I was already acquainted, with 
others not. Tor Scoto, in particular, I have been hunting 
everywhere to no purpose. Dante's strange epitaph I remem- 
ber well; but I ahould rather look upon its conclusion as 
corroborative of his being the author than otherwise. He. 
was very bitter, you know, against Florence, and particularly 
BO against the vice he impat«3 to his countrymen. In his 
Infemo he devotes a whole canto to it, and does not scruple, 
among his criminals, to place his old master Brunette Latini, 
whom, nevertheless, he treats with the greatest respect, both 
in that and other passages of his works. He was an un- 
accountable sort of fellow, and, I take it, must have been 

I need not tell you how much it pleases me to find that 
you lite my verses. I shall send yon some more of the 
poem as soon as I can please myself with one or two necessary 
alterations, and in the meantime, you see, I furnish my 
regiilar weekly translations. When I tell you that I shall be 
very happy to see your " free remarks," you will do me tJie 
justice to believe me uncere. The fact is, that so &r from 
being inclined to reject any observations that may do me 
good, I never satisfy myseli' with what I do, and have kept 
these things in my desk, months and months, without taking 
coorage to print them. I do not want a general confidence, 
but it fails me in particulars; and I have tried those con- 
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fonnded little delicacies ;oa mentioa over and over again, and 
sent them fortli with a sort of hopelessness at last. But I 
shall not lose sight of them still. The tench in which I have 
succeeded best, of tliis kind, is, I think, in rendering the 
guidquid eat domi cachinnorum, of Gttullus's Return Home, 
which yon have geen by this time. I confess having given 
the slip to Sinister ante. The truth is, 1 believe, that I did 
not understand it, though, if it has any meaning at all, and U 
not a mere corruptiou of the text, it must intend something 
of what you say. The commentators generally suppose, that 
the union of the two lovers had been hitherto prevented — 
which is borne out perhaps by the Nunc ab atispicio, &c. ; 
but thty wrote in so many different ways, that they appear to 
have been all puzzled with it I adopted the reading of 
ToBsius as the most reasonable one, and more consonant to the 
construction which you put upon it. I have done what you 
de^red with Arria and Patus ; but am little pleased with 
it, and must keep it by me till it grows better. 

And DOW to make your grievoufl ti-anaition : Your friends 
and admirers here are all wishing tiiat you would stand for 
Westminster, and I confess I should like to see you adding 
another congenial triumph to those which you have already 
gained on that spot ; but there is something in being asked, 
instead of asking, that very much dignifies the seat obtaineci, 
and would make you perhaps prefer Liverpool, if only on 
that account. I cannot but say also, that though Sir F. 
Bnrdett Is a man of whom I would give a good deal to think 
as highly as possible, yet there is something about him to 
which I would rather not see you standing side by ude. I 
like his ardour ; I like the better part of his popularity ; and 
believe I am still more witJi him in his reforming notions than 
with yourself; but tliere is a gross, indiscriminate vein r unnin g 
through his conduct, and an apparent moral laxity about him, 
that do not agree with a nice and proper independence ; and 
I think the eitoation altogether would do no honour to a 
great and philosophic politician. Yet I do not know, aHer 
all; — ^in &ct, I can conclude nothing about the matter, and 
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yoa must forgive my talking in this manner, for tbe sake of 
the sincere interest with which I obserre all that you say and 
do, — Youre ever, 

Leigh Hunt. 

"Ebcoi Henbt Bbouohah. 

Brmgham, Wednetday, 1812. 

Mt dear Sir, — I thant yon heartily for Pyrrha : etrnplez 
vranditiis is quite rigkt I am clear, and, on that constniclioD, 
beautifiiUy rendered. What yon say of the hne in Sirmio, 
" Bidete," &a. is exactly as it struck me. Indeed, I had 
meant to say when I last wrote, that that seemed to me the 
forte of it. Alas ! I am called off to other pursuits — I leave 
my quiet here to-morrow, for that very imquiet thing a con- 
tested election. I go to Liverpool to-morrow. 

I have been drawn into it by degrees, and we are sangjiiae. 
I mean my friends are. For myself I am both doubtful, and, 
as to the result^ I shall not be quite mortified if I am thrown 
out ; I should try to serve the good cause as strenuously out 
of Parliament as in it. 

As to Westminster — I dare not look to such a thing — but in 
truth it ia the eummit of popular ambition — and I may live 
to try it — it ia a really important situation — and may enable 
a man to do infinite good. I pray you consider this secret 
wish of mine as quite private — I must care aiout Ttolhitig but 
Liverpool for some days to come. Tonrs truly, 

H. B. 

Brovgham, Friday, 1812. 
Mt deak Sib, — I thank you for SirTnio. It is dose and 
spiritpd and elegant — for some things increasing the beauty 
of the original, (as " all the wished-for bed," which is highly 
expressive of the hearty meal, of lying down and stretching, 
whic^ a weary man devours) ; in some rendering it admirably 
whwe rendering it at all was most difficult — as "ridete quid- 
guid" &c. ; in some rendering it excellently and &ithfully, 
where the difficulty was less, as "Boc est quod" &e. ; in Bome 
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falling sbort of the beauty and simplicity of lie Latin — chiefly 
oiving to the two languages, as " quid" &c. for really these 
three lines have alwajs dwelt on my ear as amongst the most 
nielodiotis in all tlic range of Latin numbers, I object to 
" easy-chair " vehemently. So I should to " apple," &c, were 
it not borue out by the original (pcelle) iThich the former is 
not. — " How gladly," &c. ia abeauty superadded, but a great 
one — I mean the " Nest." Hut I am running on into n 
critique. I had intended only to say, that I had received a 
letter from Roscoe, so full of the paltry subjects of the day, on 
politics, electioneering, &c., that he has not answered me on 
the points {Acme and Septimiws), about which I wrote to 
him. So I have rated him for his estrangement from the 
Muses ; thougli I have little right to complain ; for it ia all in 
my behalf that this most excellent man ia thus leaving his 
native haunts, among the Italian choristers, to enter the 
storms of faction. 

We are, I suppose, dissolved before this time. Be it so — a 
worse Parliament has seldom been knocked on the head. I 
won't say Peace to its manesl but eternal reprobation and 
curses on its memory. Wdlcheren — that is enough. We need 
not go liitther for a monumental inscription. — I hope you 
Etifficiently pity me, in the prospect of being dragged away 
L'om this delightful and moet quiet retirement, of which I had 
bnt begun to taste after ten months of storm and labour. 
Tours truly, 

H. B. 

To HEHar Bbouqbam. 

[3rd October, 1812.] 
Mt teas Snt, — If you do not take care, yon will make me 
garralons oa the subject of poetry. I confess I thought 
Sinrao would please you, particularly as you were just 
getting into your rural home yourself. Tou will have seen 
by this time, in a letter which I sent off yesterday, that I 
challenged your opposition of the Rtdete quidquid, and it 
delighted me to £ud that yon anticipated me on that head. 
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TLanks for your giTing a double valae to praise by the 
Bincerity of objectioa. I do assure you, that next to your 
praise (for I io not affect to pat that second) I yiap gratified 
by your " vehement " censure of the " eaay-chair," because it 
shows that we go together completely in the feelings of the 
composition. That same " easy-ch.iir " — that vile " inutile 
lignum " — tormented me to the last, and I said to myself as I 
let it go, — Now, such and auch a person will find me out, and 
swear that I have been eking out a line for the sake of the one 
before it. So you see I did not hope to escape. ■ In fact, I 
really intended, in my last, to beseech your mercy on the 
point, so that you would have anticipated both my self 
applause and condemnation, — but it escaped me, as such sort 
of condemnation is apt to do with most people. I have no 
notion that you will think so well at thu Pi/rrha as of the tivo 
pieces that preceded it. " For his play " ia not well, and the 
miseri quibus has become two lines instead of four words ; but 
' yon will give me credit for using the word " exquisite" in its 
etymological as well as uaualaense, and put yourself occasionally 
into theplace of the mere Engliali reader, who must have an idei 
vividly explmned to him, now and then, at the especse of 
brevity. The " fabuU sacer," dc. is desperate work to a 
translator, and still more bo to such readers, — for whose sake, 
by-the-by, or chiefly bo, it is that I write such prolegomena 
in prose. Pray, what ia your favourite ode in Horace ? or 
have you, like myself, a dozen favourites, among which you 
do not know how to choose 1 Never was more fit poet for 
Eoglisliman, — being ready for you at all hours, and in all 
humours, with what subject you please. I have an ide;i of 
endeavouring to give a course of samples in this way, — one 
ode for each humour, — before I conclude my weekly verses; 
but not if it interferes with the progress of Rimini, — for I must 
take time to get into my originals before I feel ray proper way 
out of them into English; and sometimes the turns are so coy 
to our broad and sturdy hnguage, that this is not done in a 

I sympathise with yon most heartily ou your prospect of 
TOU L & 
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hcmg obliged to quit Erongliam : — and yet, considering liow 
politicians go at present, 70U deserve to be congratulated lor 
having wljerewithal to be pitied on this occanion, — I mean, 
in having a taste for such retirements. It lielps you, too, to 
cony bock into politics tliat which Etdoms and dignilies them, 
— nay, aad makes them Bounder: — but 1 shall be talking- 
common-place to you. Pray, take 'your revenge, if I should 
need these philosophical reminisct'nces on a certain occasion, 
and repeat them in your turn ; for I do not hesitate to confess 
to you, that if all the comforts I promise myself in my Itttlo 
cottage, 



are to be forced from me next term, I shall have more to con- 
quer ihan I had before, and (for the moment) fuel us if I were 
plucked up by the roots. But I do not expect it after all. 
The Parliament, by to-day's paper, is dissolved — a fit end, as 
old Fuller might have said, for 80 dissolute a knave. You. 
ring its knell gloriously. — Touts very truly, 

Leigh Hdkt, 

Fnoii Henrt Brocoham. 

Broigkam, 14iA October, 1813. 
. . . , The projected work which you mention, I 
presume, is now in great forwardness, and I shall he tuixious 
for its success. I doubt not you h.ive overcome the kind of 
instinctive horror which I fancy I should feel were I a poet, 
and about to commit my lays to the wide, unfriendly world. 
The only way in which I can form an idea of the situation, is 
to suppose myself about to publish a speech upon a. subject 
not admitting of much argument, und without ever having 
actually delivered it. The only thing that keeps up ont's spirits 
in speeches of that kind, is the noise and motion of the delivery. 
This roundabout way brings mc to a state of great ideal 
uneasiness. But I should cot be tryisg to fiightea you — 
wther the reviTse 
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Temple, Wednesday. 

I need not tell you how much I tidmirs that astonish- 
ing genius (VoJtaire), whom I should call second to NewtoQ 
if his line were not so different ; you can hardly class them by 
reference to one anolher, any more than you can compTC 
them together. It is equally unneces5ary to add how lieal lily 
I pity thoae who rail aX hini — in their ignorance certainly — 
and abuse him as superficial ; because, judging of superior 
natures by their own, tliey cannot conceive liow a man can be 
both lively and profound. I will even go so far as to admit 
that there is in his writings much natural piety — and that he 
had really some religion in Lis composition is certain — though 
Le was quite sceptical upon the immortality of the soul. Con- 
dorcet states this, iu Lis Life of Lim. But taking his whole 
writings together, I consider them as not merely directed 
against Christianity, but all religion whatever. This is their 
tendency if not their aim — and a powerful effect they have 
had both upon Theists and Christians. 

But let us pass over their effects on the former class of 
believers. I think he who attacks Christianity does a great 
and serious injury to mankind. I say so independent of alt 
fmth or reasonable belief in that system — and I hold that a 
pure and philosophical Deist may, in perfect consistency, 
reprobate and deeply lament whatever tends to vilify Chris- 
tianity in the<eyes of the world. First— because so long as- 
the bulk of muikind believe it, he who laughs and rails at it 
is guilty of the same offence with him who should laugh and 
rail at our near relatives — and expose them to us, who see 
them with the blindness of affection ; but next, because I am 
firmly convinced that the real good operated by that religion 
is a thousandfold greater than the evils its abuses have 
worked; and lastly, because it really approaches as near to 
pure theism as the hulk of men can go, in their present slate 
of information. .... 

Lancaster, SaUii-day [1812], 

Dear Sin, — I cannot but greatly applaud the boldness as 
well as the ability of your attacks upon the ruinous and 
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unworthy conduct of our present mlers ; and I am persuaded 
tbat the press alone can now be looked to aa the saviour of the 
country, and tlie discus^ons in Farhameut through the press. 
But tliia makes me the more anxious that the press should be 
saved from the strong hand of power, which 1 fear will be 
raised against it. Without at all counselling timid or com- 
plying measures, I would ^ly recommend to. you_ as much 
caution as may be consistent with the bold and manly compres- 
sion of your sentimenta on men and measures. One passage 
in last Examiner hasfiomcwhat frightened mej and I am per- 
snaded, from what I hear,_that if they.take no notice of it, 

\ they abstain only irom the apprehensjon_diat they will lose 
more ihantliey can gain by it. The country is in a most 
dangeroiis and unfortanate state, and all o ur prudence as well 

I as courage is required to presei-ve wh at rem ains of Hberty. 
I leara that attempts are mating in certain quarters to buy 
off some newspapers. I have beard tbe individual ones named ; 
and as soon as I perceive that the bai^n has succeeded, I 
shall put you in possession of their names, that you may 
reprobate so base a treachery. 

I perceive that tlie Court journals attack the Oppofdtion for 
now beginning to reprobate the Prince's conduct to his wife. 
This applies not, however, to all the Opposition ; at least, for 
myaelf, I can say that I brought fonvard tho subject long 
■before the 18th of February, when Mr. Adant (the Prince's 
chancellor) came doivn with a statement of his affairs ; and 
explained the want of more money by stating, aa a chief 
cause of the deficit, the Princess living separate from her 
husband. This was during the civil list debates. 
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The Government was resolved upon a vigorous blow 
at the paper wliich was so much in advance of its time. 
The anniversary of St. Patrick's Day was celebrated, 
in 1812, by a public dinner, at which the Marquis of 
Lansdowne was chairman. At this meeting tlio health 
of the Prince Regent was received with great coldness; 
when Mr. Sheridan attempted a vindication of hia royal 
friend, the company hissed. The Morning Post endea- 
voured to compensate the "Miecenas of the age," an 
"Adonis in loveliness," in a eulogium of astonisliing 
fulsomeness ; to which the Examiner replied with a 
critical comparison of the flattery with the facts. The 
consequence was a Government prosecution, the first t<J 
take effect; the editor and the printer, Leigh and John 
Hunt, being sentenced to be imprisoned for two years, 
and to pay a fine of a thousand pounds. An intimation 
was conveyed from the Government, that if the brothers 
would undertake to abstain in future from commentuig 
on the actions of the Prince Regent, means should be 
found to spare both the fine and the imprisonment 
They declined all compromise ; and parted to enter 
hackney-coaches, for their respective prisons, on the 
3rd February, 1813. Leigh Hunt, at tho time, was 
suffering under one of his attacks of hypochondriacal 
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debility, and he was recalled from one of liia visits to 
the country in order to receive sentence. It was while 
be was still out of town, that a friend wrote to cheer 
Ilia melancholy with the report suggested by a visit to 
the absent writer's home. " This is what I saw," he 
writes, "but what I heard was better. The notice of 
Benthara, introduced by Romilly 1 How proud ought 
you to be to have drawn this old man from the chimney 
corner, to shake you by the hand ere he died ! Really 
you are well rewarded for all your anxiety, for all your 
apprehension, for all your obloquy. But, above all, 
the offer from Government, wliich has made you a hero 
at once; and which not only quashes and annihilates the 
pending, but all future, prosecutions." 

As soon as the sentence of the judge consigned Leigh 
Hunt to prison, his readers testified an increased interest 
in the Examiner, and his personal friends rallied round 
him with the warmest affection. I have before me a. 
letter written by a man who has made his mark in 
English literature, who, as he suys of himself, had no 
political bias, and whose letters show him to be a man 
of so much strong ieeiing, sound judgment, powerful 
faculties, and animated mind, that his friendship must 
have been prized by all who knew him. In fact, the 
very deferential manner in which other scliool fellows 
speakof Thomas Mitchell, the translator of ./I mtop/innes, 
show the esteem in which he was held by all around. 



Monday Mofiing, 10(A Februar//, 1813. 
Dear Leigh, — I thought at first of sending the enclosed 
through the medium of Mrs, Hunter, but I do not imagine it 
will come to you so speedily; and though you are not yet 
prepared to see j-our Jiienda in your new al)odt', I liope 
you have no objeclion to hearitiQ iicm them wLiJe in thia 
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" (lurance vile." Tliis ia a nretched morning for yon— . 
hardly tolerable to thoee at liberty, and must be very irk- 
some in confinement. Indeud, I feel very much for yott. 
But bear up 1 _ tliis is the B f ippj of your clory. I have not 
-said half enough to you in my letter of the aatisfiictioti which 
jesterday'a paper gave me — its manliness, its simplicity, and 
singlc'heartedneES. Ke«p to that tone, and you must make 
«ven your political enemies admire you; but I am confident 
that, let the current of your feelings set which way they will, 
they will run in a proper chonneL I am not identified, aa 
you know, with either your political or teiigioua opinions ; 
but I cannot witness your consistency and firmness, and 
know, as I do, the pure source from which they are derived, 
without expressing my admiration of them to yourself, and 
, representing them on all occasions — and with such iveight as 
my powers will admit — in their proper liglit to otlitrs. I 
teg my heat and kindest remembrances to Mrs. Hunt. — 
Toiu^s most truly and affectionately, 

T, MiTCnELL. 

{Seems to have been tcrillen on the daij before the p-eceding.) 
Mt dear Fwend Leigh, — Your Examiner of this day has 
given mu the highest pleasure: it does equal honour to your 
head and your heart. I think your .situation, iintoward as it 
is at present, an enviable one. It depends upon yourself 
sow to be among those — 

Che di vederii in me stceso d 'esalto;" 
ivhich I think ia the highest compliment a man can either 
wish or deserve. It would be idle in me to sxiggest motives 
of consolation, which your own sense and self-consciousness 
of right will supply more abundantly in you tlian any warmtli 
of friendship and good wishes on my part could suggest. I 
write this merely to supply, in some degree, the want of con- 
versational intercourse — a restriction which I trust will not 
subsist much longer. .... I wish you would make it 
a rule to write, on some particular day or days of the week, 
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to me; and let me know ivhat coarse of study you are pur- 
Eumg. I am this evening engaged in versifying the diirty- 
fonrth sonnet of Petrarch. A friend desired me to give him 
a literal translation of it, that he might compare it with a 
versified translation which a aister of his, whoia he has juat 
lost, recommended with particular earnestness to him just 
before she expired. I enclose a copy of it, that I may know 

whether you agree with me in my sense of it 

Bames, Field, and myself spent the evening of Saturday at 
Pitman's, where we met Slatter, and two or three other men, 
whom I do not think you know. You may be sure that your 
case wns a matter of great discuaaon and admiration among 



The friends wlio first came were unquestionably re- 
fused admittance. Many other friends, unpolitical as 
■well as political, sent in the testimony of their solicitude. 
Barron Field took active steps to procure a relaxation 
of the rule for the admission of friends. In the prison, 
at Clerkenwell, John Hunt had already been allowed 
some indulgences, and the governor of the prison per- 
sonally waived restrictions upon the admission of 
visitors. This excellent governor, indeed, set the 
example of good feeling, " He is painting," writes 
John to his brother, " another room for me, and he will 
also clean the one I am in — both of which I am to 
have. They are opposite to each other, and have a 
light prospect. He has also told Mr. Whiting that, 
when the bustle has subsided, I shall have his garden to 
walk in." Sir William Kjiighton and Dr. Gooch were 
in attendance at the Surrey jail, and Barron Field 
hrings forward their strong testimony to the injury 
which the confinement and rigours of the prison were 
likely to inflict — injury far beyond any castigation 
legitimately intended by the punishment. The prisoner 
himself had akeady addressed a note upon the sub- 
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ject to the head jailor of the prison— thus far without 
success. 

To Mb. Ives, 

Surrey Jail, bth Fehraary, 1813. 

Mr. Leigh Hunt presents bis compliments to Mr. Ives, and 
puts down hiB wishes upon paper as leqaested. 
•His first and greatest -wish, then, is to be allowed to have 
, his wife ond children living with him in the prison. It ia to be 
obsen-ed, that his is a new case witliin these walls; and not only 
so, bat that his habits have always been of the most domestic 
hind, that he has not been accustomed to be from home a daj 
long, and that he ia subject, particularly at night-time, tt%vioIent 
attacks of ilhiees, accompanied with palpitations of tiie heart 
and other nervous affections, which render a companion not 
only much wanted, but Gometimes hardly to be dispensed 
with. His state of health is bad at the present moment, as 
everybody may see ; not so bad indeed as it has been, and he 
wishes to make no parade of it ; but quite bad enough to make 
him feel tenfold all the wants of his bituation, and to render 
it absolutely necessary that hia greatest comforts should not 
all be taken away. If it would lake time, however, to consider 
this request, bis next wish is that his wife and children be 
allowed to be with him in the daytime. His happiness is 
wound up in them, and he shall say no more on this subject 
except that a total separation in respect of abode would be 
almost as bad to him as tearing his body asunder. 

His third and last request is, that his friends be allowed to 
come up tohb room during the daytime ; andif thiapermission 
De given, he will give his word that it shall not be abused. 
His physician has often declared that society is necessary to 
his health ; but though he has been used to every comfort that 
domestic and social happiness can bestow, he is content with 
OS httle as possible, and provided hia just wish be granted, 
could make ahnoat any eaciifice. 

This is all he has to say on the subject, and all with which 
he should ever tronble anybody. The hope of living in 
Mr. Ives'a house he has given up; many privations, of course, 
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lie is prepared to endnre ; vritli tbe other regtilntions of tlie 
prison ho has iio wisli Co interfere ; and from wliat little lias 
iilreiidy been seen of him in this place, lie btlievea that every 
credit will be given him for conducting himself in a reasonable 
and gentleniuiily manner; for as lie i« a sttibbarn enemy of 
iThat is wrong, so is he one of the quietest and most con- 
siderate frienda of what is right. lie has many private frienis 
ivho woidd do their utmost for Lim ; and his chanicCer, he 
believes, has procured him some public ones of the highest 
description, who would leiive no means untaken for bettering 
his condition, but he would willingly leave his comforts to 
those about him. To conclude, he is prepared to suffLT all 
extremities rather than do himself dishoDour ; but it is no 
dinhonour to have the feelings of a husband and a father ; and 
till he is dead to them and to everything eke, he shall not 
cease exerting himself iu their behalf. 

Soon after he entered prison, Leigli Hunt began to 
keep Bomethiug like ajournaL He did not continue it, 
but he preserved the commencement, which is found 
among hia [lapers, and which J3 interesting as a memo- 
randum of liis opinions and purposes at the date of 
writing it It is addressed to " My dear children." 

Memoiukduii. 

Ulh March, 1S13. 
I had been but a few days in this place before I determiced 
to keep a journal during my nbode in tt, and to address the 
journal to you. 1 found many reasons for so doing, but the 
principal were — My own amusement or *e!ie^ a desire to fix 
und to keep a watch over myself in one or two things I had 
Tiodertaken to accomplish, the hope of showing you how much 
a guod conscience and innocent studies can do for a man 
under a melancholy illness and iu worldly dillioulties ; and, in 
fine, some distant idea of proving to the world, should it ever 
become necessary, what were my grounds of conduct and 
habits of tliinking, — what uphold me, if I aurvivu these t^VM 
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y?ars ; and what was tbc origitial caoso of my death, if I 

In thinking upon these subjects, I was led to a considerable 
entailment of my plan, by lotlowing up the account of Biy 
present sitni^ion with a mL^noir of my past life. I am not 
very old, it is true, nor has my life been very abundant in 
incident; but considering my ugu and my pni'suits, I have 
more viLriety perhaps to put into my hitiory than moat nicn- 
of-!etters; private biography too is of such a nature, that it 
might even be difficult to render it uninteresting, if there is 
anything like cundour and good sense iu it ; at any rate, I 
shall interest you and amuse myseii' ; and to an aflectionuto 
father and a sick man, these arc no common inducements. 
What I write, however, both in the memoir and in tliu 
journal, will not want the more general interest ariaiug fi-oni 
the mention of other names better known, or worthier to be 
known, than mine ; though, of course, I shall soy more of 
myself than of anybody, — and shall indeed say as little as 
possible of others, where they are not in some measure con- 
nccted with the formation of my character, with my happincaa, 
or my public life. As to the tone in which I shall write, and 
the medium, just or Haltering, or between botli, through 
wbicli I may view myself, — I leave you and others to judge 
on those matteis, aad shall not stop to say anything upon 
the particular feelings with which people ia general become 
tlicir own biographers. My bii^aphy, such as it is, will be 
confined to what, I sincerely trust, will not be the moat 
mtnlionable part of my life, — I mean, for the acquirement of 
knowledge, and the attuiitment of an honourable and various 
reputation- Indeed, unless I do something moie than I have 
done — much more, as an aiithor — I must request, very un- 
affectedly and with a liill reliance on your obedience, tliat you 
do not eufTer this little work to pass beyond your own private 
circle, but in case of one circumstiiDce, — iind that is, in coso 
my memory is wantocly or ignorantly traduced by tliose who 
think it worth while to notice it ; and then only, provided 
those persons in whose soundness of judgment you have moat 
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reliance, sLall think Biich a proceeding neaessaxy ; — but this I 
must ratber leave in the hands of your mother and your 
unclca, for if sncli neccseity occur, it must be loug before you 
bave any knowledge of it. The publication of the memoir at 
some distant day by yourselves, I must confine to one of two 
cases that hIibII warrant it ; — first, the attainment of tbe tepo- 
tation above-mentioned, such as will excite a real and proper 
curiosity in the better part of the community ; and gecond, 
some urgent peoimiary necesaity on your own part, such as 
you cannot get over witiout pain by any other mode, and 
such as, I fervently hope, my dear children, you will never 
experience. In a word, — to put an end to this long intro- 
duction, — though I am very fer from profesang to be void of 
self'love (as my thinking it proper to say anytbing of myself 
may probably show for me), I believe I ahall be as candid on 
my own subject as most persons who are reckoned candid; and, 
at all events, I have to inform you that, with regard to facts, 
I shall confine myself strictly, like an honest historian of old 
times, to such as I was personally concerned in or witnessed. 

And now, to plunge inmedtas res. I commence this account 
on a Sunday evening, in one of the comer top rooms of the 
Surrey prison, looking out, or rather from which you may look 
out if you climb high enough, into the inner courts where the 
felons walk. It is the highest and fartheet room to the right 
band, with two even semicircular windows, as yon face the 
western side of the quadrangle, and bordering the Debtors' or 
front side. Tour mother is busy in preparii^ supper : you, 
John, are fast asleep on our bed, and you, Thornton, are with 
your mother's fanily, away fi-om us at present, on account of 
your health, which would not permit your being here till wc 
get into better apartmenta ; we see you Bometiinea to dinner, 
and during your absence talk of you continually, and relate to 
each other fifty sayings and tricks of yours, which are the 
more delightful to recount, because we generally keep them, 
in this miuiner, for our own private comfort, and do not help 
to spoil you and to tire our friends by babbling them abroad. 
But your mother inusts tbat I shall not spoil my gruel either; 



ad b, Google 



1813.] LETTERS FROM SURREY GAOL. 77 

BO I mtist drop my pea for this crening, "with a blessing; on 
yon both. 

l^tk March. 

I shall now relate to you under what circumstances I 
came to this place. You will Lave read, that the trial of 
your uncle and myself was in the first instance put off. 
The reason privately given by the Solicitor-General was said 
to be, that the Attorney- General, just then appointed, had 
not formally entered upon hia office. The non-attendance, 
however, of special jurors was believed, by many, to be the 
true reason, as it afterwards turned out ; a still greater num- 
ber, including our advocate hiniEelf, concluded that a pretence 
was laten to drop the business altogether ; cuid for onr parfs, 
we were among the latter. The opinions of all our friends, 
though some of them had reckoned on a very different result, 
confirmed us in our security, and I returned to my studies 
with the same quietness and serenity that had accompanied 
me through this and a similar suspense formerly. 

My health at this time was reckoned stouter than it had 
ever been, perhaps because my body was so ; but the sign 
was no good one to those who understood the matter ; and my 
tailor said to me, when I went to him to be measured some 
months afterwards according to my altered dimensions, " Ah, 
sir, I used to tell everybody that you were getting too much 
flesh for your bones." In fact, I had had symptoms enough 
for some months, if I had attended to them as I ought ; my 
eyes and fleali were getting jaundiced ; the former had a 
quantity of motes continually before them, and I became 
every day more averse to exercise. Here, my dear children, 
in this aversion, — in this lamentable bodily indolence, brought 
on by long habits of studious lounging and iu-door enjoy- 
ment, was the cause of all that I have since suffered. Some 
years before I had had a fit of illness precisely of the same 
description, and owing to the same cause ; my family had 
Buffered from it before me; I had even a grand-aunt (now iu 
a dying state at tlie time I am writing), who had lost the use 
of her limbs solely, as it was prophesied she would, from her 
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taking no csercUe, and frum sitting all the day long ivilh gt 
book before lier. But nothing could warn me sufficiently. 
It is true, I had lately taken to walking everyday, on account 
of the neighbourhood of tlie Hamp^tead fields, which from, 
various causes had ever been my deligiit ; but my body might 
nlmost aa well have been Bitting, as moving along with a 
luxurious leisurelinesa that eliook not a particle in it; 
beades, I never stepped out-of-doora -without a book in my 
hand, mostly 3 volume of Spenser or Milton ; and whenever I 
came to a stile, there I sat for a quarter of an hour, with my 
back dropped round, and my legs dangling, in order to enjoy 
the complicated lu^^ury of resting limbs, a cooling air, a 
ianciliil passiige, and the sense of being wrapped tip in a, 
rural landscape. I think I can now feel mjisi;!/, iu my 
favourite spot at the toot of the bill, with the metropolis com- 
pletely shut out from behind, imd the chnrch looking over its 
gentle eminence of green trees. On the right is the path 
loading to West-end, all around me nothing but leaves, and 
silence, and a pretty undulation of meadow ground ; while the 
grave of my niother, which has long ceased to have patnfiil 
associations, seems to breathe over the scene an additional 
placidity, and I feel a grateful sense of present existence, and 
aik earnest of a still better one hereafter. But I look off my 
paper, and ihe BCene vanishes, 

IGtk March. 
To-day, we have moved down into our new lodgings. 
They arc the two lower rooms — one a large, and one a small 
one — on the soutli side of the infinuary, and have hitherto 
been unoccupied ; but you shall hear more of them by and 
by. My feelings havo been pleasanter since moving; partly, 
no doubt, oivi:^ to tliia change, but principally to a good 
fit of my illnees, which I had yesterday, and which always 
helps me in the end. It ought, injustice; for it handles me 
grievously. By the way, as my literary pursuits will make 
a principal figuie in tins journal, I must no longer omit to 
notice them, though I cannot do it with much precision till 
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■we are settlod, — and here I muat tell j-oii, tliat tlie two niwn 
tibjects I huTG in view diiring my imprisonaieiit are, — the com- 
pletion of a poem, which I began last summer ; ami the 
acquirement of a full and proper knowledge of what i» 
journalist, of niy description, ought for credit's sake and for 
conscience' aike to know — I mean, of history and of legis- 
lation. To tliese I mean to add, if poa^ible, 3 couise of epic 
poetry fi-oia Homer to Virgil, and so through the Italian 
school to the English, restoring, aa I go, my Greek, which I 
have sadly n^lccted, and getting a fuller mastery of my Italian ; 
but though I shall fancy my bust of the great poetic patriarcb 
shaking its reverend locks at me every time I look upon it, 
unless I can manage this ndditjon, yet my sense of more imme- 
diate duties must excuse me, if I cannot. I know enough of 
poetry to feel myself confident and secure when I go about it, — 
I have long studied ita language, and believe I am at last so 
well-possessed of the art, that I have only to wield my pen 
and call up my visions ; and this, you see, I mean accordingly 
to perform ; but what has just happened to me in public life, 
together with a miserable blundei" which I made a few weeks 
ago upon a matter of every-day knowledge, has made it 
doubly Bccessary that I should deserve the interest 1 have 
exdted, and take cure how I hazard the reputation and the 
effect of a right spirit by the want of just information. I t ia 
true, I have hitherto confined myself, aa.a jounjalist, to very 
gcneraT politics, and principally^ to the ethica l part of them, 
to the Effusion of a liberal spirit of thinking, and to tlie very 
broadest view of characters and events, always tt^errinK them 
to the stand ard of juman nature and "coiniiioa "sense ; but 
although tiiia mai_be_enoagh T or a general reio rmtBt, and is 
ciloiilated to do, and, I believe, h as done, som g good among 
the better mi nils of the' pulilTcJ yet it is fur from sufficient 
for a particular one,— for one who undertakes, or sliould 
undertiike, to improve, from a fnlT "knowledge of what ia 
imperfect,— ^me, who oUgEt to have completely studied the 
dificrenccB of things, "an3 to come to Tiis greftLjycrk with a 
knowledge suitable to his intentions. In short, i 
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sense — the moral jart of _roy business — I know well enough, 
and am enabled by it to detect most of the wretched errors 
and "[MS. illegible] which the ordinary politi cians of the day 
would pass upon_U8.l9r-gQod goTernnient; ^b«t I want the 
acquired learning — the details, the.,ontroC.deer experience; 
and iu getting this, I trust I kqow my. own honour and 
happinesa aufficient, not to split upon the old political rock, 
and.be shipiyreci^ed,. or the oTher.' ' 

17th March. 
I forgot, after all, to mention what I have read or written 
since I came here. All that I have read through is Hurd'a 
Letters on Chivalry and Romance, a work of much pretence and 
little performance ; Scott's edition of Sir Tristrem ; nothing 
, new ia the notes, the best part of it, Mr. Scott's own conclu- 
Mon, and the abstracts of two romances oh the [MS, illegible] 
Mr, Ellis, done with his usual pleasant gentlemanly facility; 
the lives of Joinville and Froissart (preparatory to a perusal 
of their Iiistories) ; Fletcher's Faithful Shepherdess — nmra 
poesia ; Mr. Rose's Partenopex de Bloii — poor ivork ; and 
Macgill'e Travels in. Turhey, &c., which have notliing new or 
ingenious, but pleased me from the spirit of socislity and 
good temper which the writer eshibits. However, the 
description of Greek islands and Oriental maunera is always 
ii charm to me. I have also looked into Beatham's Traite de 
Legislation-, which I am about to enter upon regularly ; 
Howard oa Prisons; Blount's (Bisliop Earle'a) Characters, — 
sensible and witty, but too much sought out, like moat of 
those things; The Travels of Count Slolberg, one of the 
German eentimentaliats, which I could not get through ; 
Hoole'a translation of Arioato — a miserable business, like all 
the other translations of this rival of Fairfax ; and Smollett's 
Travels, which diaguated me, as they have some others. 
There is a vein in Smollett — a Scotch vein — which is always 
disgusting to people of delicacy ; but it is enough lo aiy of 
him in this work, that he is an invalid with whom even 
invalids cannot sympathise— <ine has no patience with hia 
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MfKat of patience. (Is not tliis a toacb of natural critjcism V) 
I have read Bome of my Spenser, ivhich I am annotating, in 
refreflhing intervals, with Milton ; part of Gilpin on Forest 
Scenery, which I mean to finish ; some Essays in Montaigne 
and Sir Williaia Tepiple — those two very amusing and very 
instructive specimens of a mixture of old woman's gossip and 
philosophic enlargement ; and Hume's reign of Mary, with 
the conclusion of Henry the VIII. — my pen in my hand. 
I am now inElizabetL,and am reading with it the Life of Sir 
Walter Ealeigli, by Caj'ley. Of pamphlets and references to 
books, I Bay nothing. You will think thia a strange medley, 
perhaps; but you must bear in mind the poetical, as weil as 
political, part of me, and then you will wonder at none 
of my miscellaneous vagaries. Invention must iiave its 
materials as well as science. 

With regard to my writing, I have done notliing beyond 
the accustomed articles for the Examiner and what you see 
before yon, with the exception of a solitary paragraph in my 
poem (beginning, "Never was nobler finish of iair sight," and 
ending with " shining hair,") and the supply of one or two 
previous lines which were wanting. I had letl it standing 
at the conclusion of the preceding paragraph for six months, 
without being able to touch it. Poetry is very trying work, 
if your heart and spirits are in it, particularly with a weak 
body. The concentration of your faculties, and the necessity 
and ambition you feel to extract all the essential heat of your 
thoughts, seem to make up that powerful and exhausting 
effect called inspiration. The ability to sustain thia, as well 
as all other exercises of the spirit, will evidently depend, in 
some measure, upon the stale of your frame ; so that Dryden 
does not appear to have been altogether so fentastical in 
dieting himself for a task of verse j nor Milton and others, in 
thinking their faculties stronger at particular periods j though 
the former, perhaps, might have rendered his caution unneces- 
sary by undeviating tempei'ance; and the latter have referred 
lo the Bunsiiine of summer, or the in-door sungnesa of frosty 
weather, what they chose to attribute to a loftier inf!uettc«. 

VOL. I. 6 
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But to resume my legal adventures :— 

18(A March. 

A day of pettj hindrances and interruptions, — talking with 
Tisitora, getting rid of piunters and carpenters, &c. Bead & 
' little in the Life of Raleigh, and wrote letters ; but have 
arrived at nine o'clock, without beii]g able to continue my 
journal. See to .what the resalutioos of yesterday amount I 
Yet I still make my record of the day, or I shall not attain 
my principal object iu so doing ; and as long as one resolution. 
is kept, many others will not be broken. Of a very welcome 
■visit from Mr. Mill (a Benthamite) and Dr. Liadsey of Bow 
(which I must except, by-the-by, from those of a smaller 
description) I shall say fiomething hereafter, when I come to 
epeak of the particular kindnesses intended mo. Thornton 
came to us yesterday, and we are now a complete iumily of 
prisoners. 

19(A March. 

Another day of interruptions, as I foresee will be the cose 
for a wecic or two. £ead a little in Raleigh, and wrote ior 
the Examiner. 

The " new lodgings " to which the prisoner waa con- 
signed were in the sick-ward, where he was allowed 
separate rooms for himself, and he has described the 
manner in which he was permitted to fit thera up. He 
had two rooms — a small one, with a high window, 
which the present writer still remembers entering while 
Leigh Hunt was in conversation with Henry Brougham ; 
and a larger room, covered with a paper representing a 
trellis of rosea, and having a door which opened upon a 
small enclosed garden. He also had liberty to walk 
in the kitchen-garden behind the governor's house. 
Amongst the furniture was a pianoforte. A note to 
Mr. Button conveys thanks to him and his partner, 
Mr, Whittaker, for volunteering the loan of a lute as a 
solace to the prisoner. Leigh Hunt was also allowed to 
have his wife and children with him ; but, early in tho 
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year, it was thoagbt desiralile to send the children to 
the sea-side, whither they were taken by their mother; 
and she was followed by a constant series of letters. 

To Mahianne. 

Surrey Gaol, 20(ft April, 1813. 
Half-past twelve. 
. . . . Hero I have been interrupted by tlie entrance 
of Mr. Hill, accompanietl by Barnes, and been obliged to 
show him the secrets of my priaon-hoose ; ao that, what with 
this exhibiLion, and the near approach of Sir John S 

27th April. 
Ton ivill think this a strange letter, my dear love 1 but I 
■was obliged to bi-eak off abruptly at the arrival of the very 
person ; and Bess was good enough, at her own suggestion, to 
take up the pea for me after dinner, as I could not well leave 
the company. — Now to show you my gratitude for your 
joiima!, by giving you mine. On Friday, of course, I had no 
Tisitora. On Saturday, Mitchell and Alsager dined with me; 
on Saturday, Mr. Symonda (" Don't make ua a fright") ; and 

yesterday, Mitchell, Barnes, Sir John S , Mrs. Scott, and 

Henry, who succeeded Marriott the day before. Mr. Scott, 
Mr. H. Robertson, and Mr. Byfield called in upon me in the 
■evening. Finally, Alsager dines with me to-day, or rather 
lakes the opportunity of oar early hours to make a limoheoa 
of cold beef before he dines out. At this moment (ten minutes 
to two) he is playing a game of marbles with Henry, after 
having been battledoreing with me. Indeed, oa account of tlie 
badness of the weather, I have been e.^ercising aU the morning 
in-doors, in order to avoid, if possible, a relapse, which you 
will easily imagine is doubly intolerable to me now you are 

To THOnNToa, 

Mt deab, Deai! Boy, — I am quite happy to hear that yon 

are gt^tting on so much better, and hope that your natural 
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patience of temper ia improving with your health, and that 
you always do as joar mamma tells you, for she is one of the 
best of mammas, and would never tell you to do anything that 
was not for your own happiness and goodness. Fraj teO me, 
in her next letter, what ia (be Greek for a horae, and a man, 
and a woman ; a boy, a girl, the moon, and a flower ; and as 
many others of your fifty words as mamma chooses to ask 
you. You ought now to learn the Greek for the sea, as you 
are ia the habit of seeing it ; — it is tkalassa, and hima is 
a wave; — a ship you know already. I hope you behave 
nicely to Anne Webbe, for little boys ought to do as much 
as they can for little girls, as they are to be men by and 
by; and men. take care of the ladies, because the ladies are 
not EO strong or capable of defending ihemsclvea. Your couEin 
Henry is with me at present, to keep me company while you 
are away. Marriott was with me at first, but he has gone to 
school ; and in a few days Henry wilE go to school and Marriott 
come again, and so they will take it by turns. Your uncle 
John is well ; so is your aunt Bess; and I am a good deal 
better. Are you not glad to hear that ? I am sure you are, 
my dear boy, for you love papa dearly, and there is not a papa 
living who loves hia children bettor than I do you and your 
brother John. Pray kisa him three times for me, and kiss 
your mamma aix ; and remember to try and walk as much aa 
you can, for it will do you good, and dear mamma gets tired 
with carrying your little brother so much. Mr. Alaager has 
given me two nice new battledores and three shuttlecocks ; — 
when you come home you shall have one of them, which is 
very little, and looks in the air like a butterfly. God bless 
jou. — Tour affectionate papa, 

L. H. 

To Matiiahhe. 

Svrreff Gaol, 20(A April, 1813. 
. . . . My friends, in the meantime, are all attention 
to me. We had nobody here on Tuesday ; but yesterday 
Mitchell and Alaager dined with us, and while we were 
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chattering over oar wine, Brougham called in, and we had a 
ddigbtfiU conversation on varioua things till eis, when he was 
obhged to go. You wish me to tell you about these con- 
versations ; but it if diiScult, and perhaps would not be 
altogether amnsing, to bring together the scattered members 
of a miscellaneoua disccnrse. We talked on all sorts of 
subjects — politics, histories, poets, orators, languages, music, 
painting, &o. &c. Upon thia last point I can recoDeot one 
anecdote in it which may amuse you. We were speaking of 
the great difference there waa ia the fine arts betiTeen imi- 
tation and identity, and the unwarrantable nature of the latter 
as a substitute for it, — the difference, for instance, between 
imitating a crust of diamonds and stitching them on, between 
imitating a trumpet and making a trumpet absolutely blow, 
&c. &c. ; and Brougliam told us a sort of reverse exemplifi- 
cation, that, when he was in Germany, he was presented with 
ft Bort of private entertainment, in which a curtain waa drawn 
from a sort of frame, and a number of hving parsons, gentle- 
men and ladies, played a picture, representing in petrified and 
continued attitudes some interesting subject, which the spec- 
tators were to take for a painting. Can you conceiTe anything 
moieridiculotiB? .... 

Sumy Gaol, 4th May, 1813. 
, . . ' . I have Bent Thornton a nice little firm-standing 
inkstand, with which he must write his letters to me, and his 
other sort of letters that dear mamma teaches him ; and his 
aunt Betsy makes him a present of a very nice book indeed 
about little boys that love their papas and mammas. Here is 
also a list of Greek words for him: — thalassa, the sea; h«mi, 
a wave ; nous, a ship, (I repeat these, that he may have all his 
words on the same subject together;) thin, the beach; nautes 
(pronounced nautees), a sailor ; ichthus (iktkooa), a fish ; alieua 
(allyoos), a fisherman ; saline (pronounced sagheeny, with a 
bard g), a net. There I 1 think he has enough to last him 
for some time. Pray tell him that I use his wateriag-pot, 
and that Marriott (who came to see us on Sunday) mended 
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his spade for liim, I sent Lim off, in return, with my two 
little battledtirea and a couple of sliutllecocka, witL which ho 
dunced nway like n Slercnry. He act! I kept up, you must 
know, 1220 on Sunday morning, and were tlien only obliged 
to leave off by the entrance of a etranger, a Eev. Mr. Morris, 
who called to ur^e some kind things about a subscription. 
I shook my head at it as usual, though God knowa my lienrt 
is ahaken too upon that subject ; but I am persuaded I aiu 
doing the best for the best of causes, and all other consideni- 
tions must give way, as I have embarked in it, and am become 
of importance to the ha.nda on board our shattered state vessel. 
I must cot forget to tell you, lest you should think I am 
getting too serious, that happening to be standing with my 
back to the door when he came in, and guesaing that it waa 
one of tny unual visitors, I said, putting out my left hand 
behind me, "I don't know who you are, but ehuke hands 1" 
and was not a tittle alarmed at hearing a strange deep voice 
say to me, " You'll find an unknown face, sir, when you 
look round." However, he turned out to be a very cordial 
kind of man, and it passed off very well 

lOtk Mas, 1813. 
Mt dearest Love, — I hope I have not put you to any 
awkwardness by my inconsiderate omission of the notes in 
Saturday's letter. I thought of them too late, and they were 
continually coming into my mind in the course of yesterday. 
'J'he truth was, the bustle about mc put them out of my head 
j»ist as I was closing the letter. I have been to Dr. Gooch to- 
day respecting Thornton's batliing, and hope to send you ivord 
about it in my next. Dear little kind-hearted feUow I His 
mighty wishes, joined with yours, make my fileep sweeter. Your 
sky at Brighton cannot be finer than ours was here yesterday 
and this morning. This afWmoon, while at dinner, we had a 
jovial shower, which has made all the fiowers sparkle again, — 
the yellow globes arc out and full, the Persian hiac hung with 
dchcate bunches of blue, the daisies btnnd up quite swelling 
and prond, the broom has shot out a profudon of Eno^vy 
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liloesoms along its rods, nnd ihe Id>-band iliocloclindroD is 
throwing up the promise of a most spIencHd flower ; the polj'- 
iinlhuRCf!, primroses, and apple- bios soma are quite gone ; but 
the garden, jou may easily imagine, looks belter ihan ever; 
and by tho time you return you wiil be saluted witli the 
roses and lilies. Tell Tliomton I take care of Ida sunflower 
according to hia wish, and water it with hia little ivatering- 
pot : it has grown a great deal, and put forth six buda. I 
thank yoa heartily for your long letter ; and what do you 
think I am going to do to show you my gratitude for it? 
Why, to annoy you ; for — in short, not to hold you in sus- 
pense, Misa Edgeworth is coming to see ure, and yoo, the 
Edgeworthian, are not in town 1 Thia is mortifying, is it 
not? But you would rather that I should be gratified than 
that neither of us should ; and you know what pleasure it will 
give me to see a woman who is the ddight and the bleaang 
of the riang generation 

Surret/ Gaol, 20(A Maff, 1813. 
. . . . I am at present trying a composition called 
ginger-beer, which has all the pleasantness and usefulness of 
soda-water without striking cold upon one. Should you like 
to make the experiment with me, say so, and I will send you 
down some bottles ; or, indeed, that would be a very super- 
fluous mode of proceeding, for I doubt not you could get 
plenty at Brighton 

Sun-eJj Gaol, 25th May, 1813. 
. . . . I have tbe pleasure to tell you that 1 have found 
a surprising change in myself for the better within the last . 
forty-eight hours ; it seems na if it were quite sudden, and 
perhaps it may not be the leas lasting on that account, as 
I believe turns of this kind are not unusual in disorders that 
affect the spirits : the principal symptom which I Have — and 
you may judge what an improvement it announces — is that 
instead of being able to be relieved for a short time fi-om 
distreBsing fancies, it is only at long Jnteirals, and then but 
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faintly (comparatively Bpeaking), that they rclum to roe. 
I know yoa will be delighted by this more than by any 

one thing I could tell you 

I have had Lord B. [Byron] here ^ain. He came oq 
Sunday, by bimself, in a very frank, unceremonious mnnoer, 
and knowing what I wanted for my poem, brought me the 
last new Travels in Italy, in two quarto volumes, of which he 
requests my acceptance, with the air of one who did not 
Eeem to think himself conferring the least obligation. This 
will please you. It strikes me that he and I shall become 
friends, literally and cordially speaking : there is somethiag 
in the texture of his mind and feelings that seems to resemble 
mine to a thread ; I think we arc cut out of the same piece, 
only a difierent wear may have altered our respective naps a 
little. Thomas Moore and he dine with me ajain in a few 
days ; and if you do not see the former when you return, 
perhaps you may his lordship, who will be pleased, I am 
sure, to know you and become acquainted : — a good domestic 
female, capable of loving one person eincerely and making 
eacriSces for him, b, I guess, not one of bis everyday 
acquaintances. . ... 

Surrey Gaol, 29/A May, 1813. 
. . . . You must make allowances for the early vagaries 
of Lord B. Bess (who, by-the-by, you do not seem aware, is 
with me always as well as Henry) likes him very much. 
I am persuaded that his heart is an excellent one, and I am 
sure that his understanding is. By-the-by, aace his visit 
with the books, people have been fairly conspiring against 
me with books. Mr, Cawthomehas sent me, with his respects, 
a new publication which I was longing to read — Hobhouse's 
Travels in Albania and Turhey (with Lord Byron), value five 
guineas. Mr. Hunter has sent me the Life of Home Tooke, 
with his re^>ects ; Mr. Wakefield, his Account of Ireland, two 
volumes quarto ; and the Life of Colonel Hutchinson (a great 
favourite) is coming to me from the Mr. Morris of whom 
I spoke to yoa. Mr. Hnnter is binding it. These are presents 
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Trhich I cannot, and, iitdeeil, ought not, to resist. My own 
books are also coming bock to me, and I assure you I look on 
them with addition^j pleasure fVom knowing tlie Bacrifice 
I was ready to make of them. I have not pnt them all np 
ngun, for I had had the shelTes taken from nnder the 
window, and the room (which has got blmda to the windows) 
looks so much better, that I shall not put them all up na 
they were before ; all that I have done is to have tie shelves 
that stood over the piano cut a little, and made to fit en 
the opposite side of the room, over the fable, between the 
windows, but low down. The lower shelf is now fitted with 
quartos, the upper with a selection of all my favourite poets, 
and the bust of Homer surmounts them : — ^you may imagine 
how well it looks with the blinds down. My brother's 
picture is also come, and hung over the mantelpiece ; and 
everything looks so new and compact, that what with the 
books, the bust, and the blinds, I am sure you would quite 
delight in the change. Do yoti not long to be sitting on 
the sofa with me, alone, with a green light, or radier twilight, 
about you ? But Z spare you, my dearest girl, till yon 
return. .... 

SuTTe)/ Gaol, ilttM<^, 1818. 

. . . . But Haydon, I foi^ot to mention him, and yet 
I ought to tell you by all means that he was here yesterday 
morning before I was up, calling for his breakfast, and 
sending those laughs of his about the place that sound like 
the trumpets of Jericho, and threaten to have the Same efiect. 
He really said he cwld not tvait, and by dint of perseverance 
obtained an egg, though Bess obstinately refused to make the 
tea before I appeared. He came and knocked at my door, 
but I told him it was a fine opportunity to acquire a little 
patience. I am afraid it is very wicked of me to tell this 
atory to y(m. He and Wilhte dine with me next Sunday, at 
three 

Mr. Bj'field, by-the-by, I have not seen for some time ; his 
life, I believe, is a very busy one. My brother John is quite 
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hearty. I sent him a nosegay in a vial yeslerdfly out of the 
g&rden, perfumed with swectbriar and eparkhng witli hearts- 
caso. I think we eliall give Lira a taste for niralltica, now 
we .haiie. -got iHBt into prison. There was no getting at his 
tenderness bi.'forc, ihiotigli thjj j mn philosophy of his; but 
by the help of this ai^ilitio nal metal coaiiDg-, the other i^ 
melting awnya little — as fur as it ought 

-Surrty Gaol, lih June, 1813. 
.... Mr. WilLie dinea with me to-morrow at three, 
in company with Mr. and Mrs. Sc«tt; and I shall have quite 
a party on Friday nest, as it is tlie last week Mr. Sloore 
will bo in town : there will be himself, Mr. Brougham, 
Dr. Gooch, Lord B., Llitchcll, and Barnes ; this, you will 
allow, is a company worlh something, and yon will be eorty 
that you cnnnot enjoy it. You will be much more sorrj', 
however, to Lear of another event, which is that Mr. Mitchell 
may be going away at the b^inning of the week after, and 
to a much greater distance, and for a much longer time : he 
is to accompany Mr. Bose, jun., the new ambassador, to the 
Court of Sweden. I assure you it quite gave me a blow 
when he first told me, and he is evidently not a little 
afTected himself at leaving his old companions 



SutTet/ Gaol, 7tk Jvne, 1813. 
. ... I can but inite you a word, however, for I 
have got a i-oom full of sudden visitors: — Mr. Alsager, 
Mr, H, Robertson, Mr, Barnes, Mr. Mitdiell, and Mr. Caw- 
thorne, who has kept me some time looking over a catalogue 
of Italian books, a heap of which he is going to get me, 
merely for my study for a litde while — purchases are not among 
my dreams at present ; but he shows every readiness to help 
me wicli my poem [the Story of Bimtni, the beginning of 
which had been shown to Cawthorne a little while before], 
and has already brought me a multitude of authors to wliieh 
I wished to refer. 
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Surreij Gaol, lOtIt June, 1813. 

. . . . You are at lengtli coming home ; and in tliat 
word all my joys and deliglits, you wi'll know, are wrapped 
up. It 13 in a prison, to be sure, but our aims would 
make us a prison if we had not one already ; and, in truth, 
tbe idea of a prison has become so familiar to me, or rather 
GO little in my thoughts, escept when I long to come to 
you (then indeed it ia tormenting), that had I but decent 
heiilth to enable my mind to enjoy what it really possesses, 
I am almost afraid I Kliould put the prophecies of some of ray 
friends into execution and fairly become ntiaolied to my new 
domesticity : howcTer, I tliink of Humpstead, and that idea 
speedily vanishes 

My walking in the evening is not very systematic; I always 
do walk, but it is at irregular houra, and in general later 
than you seem to think good for me ; but I have indulged 
myself in this way from a recoUrotion of our evening walks 
At Penge, and from a hope that I may still enjoy them with 
you here. The piison garden ia as well out in leaves as it 
can be ; there "are even pinks and roses in it; and willi my 
arm round your waist I can fancy it absolutely pleasant by 
moonlight. 

Tlie prisoners licaUli atill continued to give his 
friends somo anxiety, and Mitchell suggested 'that he 
should contrive, in the Table-Talk in the Examiner, to 
introduce some kind of covert bulletin, wliich, unknown 
to the general reader, might contrive "to inform your 
absent friends of the state of your health." If thc! 
tedium of prison was relieved by personal affection, and 
by the excitement of unremitted political writing, it was 
also — and perhaps chiefly — enlivened by ceaseless and 
animated literary work. This was pursued loth in 
public and in private. 

Early in 1814 apjreared a new edition of the Feast 
of ilte Poets, with new passages enlarging the list of 
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gacsia at Apollo's table, and modifvin^ the opinions 
originally expressed generally in the sense of less 
harshness, or " less petulance," as the writer himself 
calls it. Out of this poem arose some private and 
friendly discussions on tiie subject of versification. One 
of the disputants was Mitchell, the letters to whom can 
no' longer be recovered. In one dated February 23rd, 
1814, he writes, " I liave no doubt that you will make 
out a good case, when we meet, on the subject of versi- 
fication. I shall be very happy to be made a convert. 
Do not take the trouble to copy out the hymn; for 
I expect to be in London by the beginning of next 
month, but cannot positively say when. Since I wrote 
to you last, I have read Lord Byron's Bride of Ahydos, 
and he has thrown me into despair." It comes out in 
the course of tliis correspondence that Mitchell was 
among the translators of Vert-Vert, but he does not 
seem to have used his version. Another who joined in 
the controversy was Thomas Moore. 

From Thomas Moohe. 
Ma^eld Cottage, Monday, 31st February, 1814. 
]^Ir DEAR Hunt, — I was b^^ning to get very impatient at 
the de]ay of my promised copy, and even tothiak thatyouhad 
perhaps dismissed me from taUe. I am glad, however, to £nd, 
that amidst all his afier- thoughts, " me servavit Apolio," and 
that I am still bis guest. The added passages are very 
beaut ; and I heartily wish you had given lis more poetty 
and less ciittcism. I am as great a foe to critics as poor 
Hopner was to connoisseurs in painting. Tlicy expose a vast 
deal of absurdity, to be sure ; and if it is of much import- 
ance to know wkt/ we are pleased or displeased, they tell ua, — 
but I am quite certain that the watchful rigour they exercise in 
these days is, among other things, fatal to the little genius 
that's left us. If Wordaworlli'a absurdities had not been so 
rudely handled, wo should have had moie of hia s^eatnesscs; 
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aod I tbink there is but little doubt tbat if Shakspeore had 
critics standing scntinela over every pun and conceit that 
wanted to escape, we should have lost many a beau^ that has 
rushed out headlong with them. It is the talent of our present 
race of critics that makes them as pernicious as they are 
formidable. No man c^f sensibility or modesty (and these 
qualities generally accompany true genius) can write a line 
without having the dread of these persoiLS before his eyes; 
and he who is obliged to pich his steps will never win the 
Olympic race. But it has always been the aigu of an age of 
mediocrity. The great critics of Greece and Itome appeared 
after the sunset of genius, and (if I may descend to so low a 
comparison) were lite the poor emigrants' cook, talking 
learnedly of the art of dressing when there was no more meat 
left to dress. I could write much more nonsense upon this ^ 
subjucl, but I have not time even for nonsense. All I want j 
is to wiajiouoYEc.irom those ministeiB of literary p^oHoeTthe j 
critics. You are much too good for them : you can produce 
text, and muBt not waste your time'Tn comment; ' thmV but j 
few of these fellowsTi'ave the creative power. ^They are (as 
I've cJ^n dioughc and said) like able-bodied eunncha; they ] 
can inocjfc Sown a man, but they cannot get one. ~ 

"Now/to ten you the truth, ali the above half-serious and 
half-laughing rhapsody is in pure revenge for your attack upon 
my dews ani Jlowa-s, which lovely things I shall never tread 
amongst again, without a disturbing recollection of the blight 
you have scattered over them ; and it is curious enough that, 
in an epilogue I liave just written for Mrs. Wilmot's forth* 
coming tragedy, two of the ingredients were actually those 
same dews and flowers, and I have accordingly dashed away 
the dews, but shall keep tlie flowers _fi)r spite. 

1 had great hopes that I should be obliged to go to town 
about business the beginning of March, in which case, it was 
my determination to keep more of my time for my own enjoy- 
ments, among the first of wliioh, believe me, I rank my visits 
to you; but I fear I shall be disappointed of this "douce 
violence " I expected. 
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I am gia<l you found anything tolerable in the fifth Dumber 
of the Melodies. I was by no means satisfied with them 
myself. We want airs sadly; andlcould ring, with Cephalua, 
"Aura .... vcnias," Ae. There's no writing well to 
bad music. 

How Southey has fallen ! a P^asus like his turned into 
& cream-coloured horse for State occasion;) : it is qaice 
melancholy. 

By-tlie-by, to return 1o the critics, there was one poor 
man killed off by them, whose ghost has lately appeared 
nbroad in the [hiatus in MS.] Missionary. Have you seen 
it? — Tours, my dear Hunt, Tery fitithfuUy, 

Tuoif AS Moore. 

I give you the Jlrtt proof of intimacy and friendaliip by 
writing illegibly to you. 

Fgou TTkk rt Brouguui. 

Temple, Friday, Uo'j [1814]. 

Mr DEAR Sib, — I have been, evpr since I last wrote, locked 
up at the trial in Guildhall, which lasted near thirty houi-ti, 
so I have seen so one who could put me in mind of Sir 
. J. S.'s address, but I shall to-day. 

I write now to suggest to you the vile plot of the daily 
papers. It is quite clear they are worked upon in some way. 
Not one of them has said one word of the hissing, groaning, 
<tc., with which the P. is received wherever he goes. The 
Morning, Chronicle is as dumb as the rest ; or rather it is more 
prostitute, for it had the audacity to speak of the applauses 
he met with. From comparing different accounts, you will 
see they are a circular, evidently sent from Carlton House. 
And what is strange, the MominQ Post has not ventured to 
insert the account of applause which the Chroniclehas put in. 
,A dinner was held on Wednesday, of the noblemen and 
ethers educated at Trinity College. Lord Lansdowne was in 
the chair, and the Duke of Glo'ster present. The King, was 
drunk with great applause ; the Queen, Princess of Wales, 
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and rest of the fa.mUy, with enthusiiiam. The Prince Regent 

with universal hisiing. Not one record of tbis in the papers. 

I Jiappen to know that he was in a complete alarm, and 

that the voice of the country had reached and frightenud 

But if this combination of the preaa is allowed to prevnil, 
it will soon have a very contrary tendency. The Momitig 
Chronicle is the more bianieable for its ailence through the 
whole discussion, because the Whigs have vow openly sided 
ag^nst the Prince, on tlie qutstios of the Princess of WaJes. 

Tmple, Tuesday, 10th June, 1814. 

Mr DKAB Sir,—. . . . Tlie public voice is really feiirful 
agaioBt the P. All the multitude to~dny abused him ns much 
aa they cheered the Emperor ; and they ascribed loudly to his 
cowardice tho making the Emperor avoid tiie public entrt'e. 
Csrlton House begins to take fj'ight, and shows signs of 
capitulation ; but I am sure the baseness of ceit^a daily 
papers, in keeping such profound silence, is symiitomatic of 
arts being practised to muzzle them. 

Money may bribe some ; but a little civility, I understand, 
has had its equally corrupt effects oa those who ought to feel 
better. — Yours ever truly, H. B. 

[June nth, 1814.] 
I hope ytin duly admire the courage nf Carlton House, ia 
setting up, at this moment, a cundidaie for Westminster, and 
that candidate Sheridan I as a pergonal protection. — Yours 
tnJy, ir. B. 

TempU, Thursday. 
Deab Sir, — The end of the debate of Tuesday disclosed a 
scene which, I fear, the lateness of the hour prevents from 
being known, but as it was &r more important than the whole 
question besidca (at least in my view of it), I beg leave to 
mention it. I allude to the attack on the P. S. for refusing 
Access to his petitioning and sufivring people : thia ia one of 
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tlie iTorst symptoms of his government 'which ve hare yet 
seen, and I replied chiefly for the anlce of mm'kiDg it. It 
vould have been good for the P. if he could have seen the 
violence, and even uproar, with which the attack was received. 
In the Morning Chronicle of to-day (Thm-sdoy), there is a 
very exact note of it, put in as the leading article. 

Can there be a wbrau sign of the times thati a soveteigQ 
refusing access to the just complaints of hia subjects, and at 
the same time surroimding his person with foreign troops? 
Believe me, youia truly, 

H. Bbouqhau. 

Brougham, 21*( Septanher, 1814. 

Mr DEAK Srn, — ^I trust you will excuse me for the propo- 
sitiou which I am about to make, when you consider that you 
are in no degree committed by iHe communicatioiia that have 
paased, but on the contrary, that I refused to say a word to 
you on the subject, unlil no doubt remained with respect to 
the other party's disposition. The necessity of a very strict 
secrecy, at all events, will immediately strike you. 

Soon after your sentence, a hint was conveyed to me that a 
very honest and amiable man, who bad been on the jury, 
having never ceased since the trial to lament his joining in 
the verdict, was anxious to satisfy his mind, as iar as was then 
possible, by paying the fine imposed, and it was said that the 
sum would be deposited in my hands in trust for that pur- 
pose. I did not feel authorized to propose this to you then, 
but I said that my opinion being very clear that you should 
avail yourself of It, if you found it suited your feelings and 
your convenience jointly, I should certainly have an eye 
towards the matter when the day of payment approached. 
My ptinoipol reason for the delay, was that you might avail 
yourself of the possibility of a rcmisuon, which events that 
have not happened would have produced. 

The period of your liberation now drawing near, I felt it to 
be my duty to renew the negotiation, and I at the same lime 
let your entire ignorance of what was going on be quite 
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distinctly known. I found tlie moat decided and ansious 
desire continued on the part of the excellent man above 
mentioned — a feeling the more honourable because its duration 
clearly showa it Qot to be a momentary ebullition, or the 
result of what might be termed a compuncticus visiting, but 
a sense of duty and principle. Yon have but to say the 
word, and the matter is settled; and that, in the course of 

To dictate to yen on this subject would be absurd, because 
much must depend on yonr individual feelings. To say what 
t shonld be inclined to do in your place, would for die same 
reason be fruitless. But I have well conddered the matter; 
and if you will cot allow me to ask your compliance as a 
favour, permit me at least to intreat that you may not hastily 
reject the proposal. If you will suffer me to indulge the idea 
that my opinion has any value in your eyes, I am sure of 
your favourable answer, for I think very decidedly upon this 
subject. Bnt oblige me (before you make up your mind) so 
far as to consult with two perBOns beside your brother, and 
let Mrs. Hunt be one. 

This country and weather is quite delicious, and I am 
living in the open air. I go to Paris nesi month for a fort- 
night. — Yours ever, H. B. 

44, lAncoMs-inn-JUlds, Thursday.* 
Mr DEAR Sib, — I am desirous of having your opinion 
upon a point of much delicacy, and affecting very important 
interests. Begging you to consider this as strictly confidential 
(and only intended for yourself and your brother John), I 
shall proceed to mention, that so many hints, counsels, 
threats, waverings, and entreaties have lately reached me — 
and from so many and such very different quarters — that I am, 
though unwillingly, induced to listen to their purport, which 
is — to take some legal steps for stopping the scandalous libels 

* The tiate of thi* letter is very doubtful. It jaa.y have been 
written as late as ISSOi bat tbst unceTtaiDt7, anil the cliaructer of 
tbe sutgect, has Induced the editor to leave it nhers it standi. 
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upon the Queen wjlh wliich the Ministeiial papers abound. 
My collet^es have all alcng agreed fully with me ia feehng 
the greatest reluctance (I raay say in resolving- not) to proceed. 
And my principal reason has been the fear that enemies to the 
press might take advantage of our beginning, sjid might be 
eager (under the name of retaliation) to prosecute the liberal 
part of it ; flo that from the whole there might result a great 
practical diminution of the freedom of discussion. This has 
always been the principle on which I have acted in my own 
case, and it has prevented me again and again from taking 
notice of private libels, and has made me advise my friends to 
do the same. But I am not sure that I have the same righttct 
act on this principle on behalf of another, unless that per- 
sonage's interest were likely to be more injured than served 
by the proceedings in question. 

Now, it strikes me that the best way of forming an estimate 
of the probable risk to which the respectable part of the 
press might be exposed by such proceedings, is to ask one 
or two joumaliste how they feci ; and I think of consulting 
Messrs. Coulson [editor of the Olohe], and Perry [editor of 
the Momitig ChTomcle]-i *b well aa yourself, and no one else. 
1 have already spoken to Mr. Eameu [editor of The Times'], 
and to no other, but he knows nothing' of this letter. I trust 
you will excuse this trouble, and write me what occura to 
your brother and yourself— unless he or you should find it 
more conrenient to call, either at Ko. 5, Hill-street, any 
Snnday morning, or her^ at my chambers, any evening. 
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The prison doors opened on the 3rd of February, 1815, 
and Leigh Hnni went to reside at a house iu Paddington, 
near his brother John, in a spot then closely bordering 
npon the fields. He paid a visit to Shelley at Marlow ; 
next took up his abode for a time in the Vale of Health, 
in Hampstead; and afterwards returned more within 
the borders of London to live nearer work. He con- 
tinned to edit the Examiner, writing its political articles, 
its literary reviews, and criticisms. And in the same 
period lie published various other works ; — amongst 
them The Story of Mimini {\816), Foliage (1818), Ul^a- 
erepidariuB, a satire upon GifiFord (1819), Hero and 
Leander, and Bacchus and Ariadne in the same year, and 
the Indicator, which was commenced in October, 1819, 
and continued until nearly the departure for Italy, in 
1821. The store of letters belonging to this period is, 
for varions reasons, not perfect; although the corre- 
spondents were among the most intimate and eminent — 
the list including Shelley, Keats, and Byron. A portion 
of the materials were used for a book which Leigh 
Hunt published i^ter his return from Italy, I have been 
nnable to trace the representatives of Keats, who might 
have furnished me with the letters from my father to his 
friend. 

7— » 
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A large proportion of the letters for this period that I 
have in hand are from literary persons, and tnm upon 
literary sabjects. Many correspondents refer to the publi- 
cation of RiminL Amongst these is Charles, Lamb, who 
says : " The third canto is in particular my favourite : we 
congratulate yon most sincerely on the trait of jonr 
prison fruit." "Aristophanes Mitchell " writes with 
i great enthusiasm, as he did when the book 6rst appeared. 
" It ia," he says, " all the progress of a new mind bear- 
ing between Byron, Wordsworth, and Dryden — catching 
from each, and winding itself up into a whole of its 
own." 

Amid the heap I find a note from B. W. Procter, 
strongly remonstrating with Leigh Hunt for permitting 
the Indicator to deviate into the discussion of moral 
questions. The fiiend who tendered this admirable 
advice has apparently not been able to find the reply. 
Though none may have been sent ; for it not mifre- 
quently happened that friends who visited the house 
would receive oral answers to their letters. Another 
correspondent is William Hone, who writes from prison, 
thanking the Editor of the Examiner for support, 
particularly in the case of Eliza Fenning — a girl accused 
of poisonbig her mistress's family, and hanged upon 
insu£Bcient evidence, — although I have reason to beheve 
that she was wholly innocent. Another correspondent 
is Don Diego Correa, on Spanish affairs. Another is 
a Sicilian patriot, writing upon questions of Sicily: 
and these are bnt examples uf a class. Before pro- 
ceeding to a more important section of the correspond- 
ence, I select, from the heterogeneotis heap of letters 
belonging to the period, a few possessing an interest of 
their own. 
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Tkurtdaji, [181G7] 
Mt dear Sik, — I have been sbamefully long in thanking; 
you for Himini, bat my hope was to have been able to read it 
with attention before 1 wrote to you on the subject. Thia 
hope IS Etill unaccomplished ; for, in addition to my party 
Jaboura, I am far from being well, and have a pressure of 
private buainesa upon me at thia moment. The approach of 
Easter gives me the certainty of seeing you ; and I shonld 
hardly have troubled you now, but for the interesting atate of 
afiairs, and the opportunity which it has given me of apeaklng 
out my mind at length upon the scandalous and unfeeling 
profligacy of the CoutL I did so last night in a way to give 
much paip, I verily beheve, to many persona — to the objects 
of attack certainly — but I find also great discontent among 
many of the Oppoaition, who, though they received every word 
I said with a lull chorua of cheering, and though the cheers 
continued in peala for some momenta after I sat down, yet I 
discovered in half an hour after that a few timid and trimming 
Tories, whoae votea they had reckoned upon, took fright and 
went away, or at least gave my attack on the Coiut aa their 
reason for going. The offence of lessening our minority waa 
thus imputed to me ; and, to hear them talk, you'd think I had 
kept them out of place! I care not even if I had done so^ 
and as for a few votes, much better let wholesome truths be 
told to Parliament through the press (our grand and guardian 
power) to the people, than have a dozen men of our adversaries 
now and then vote with us. What I spoke I spoke dehberately, 
and with the design of its exciting a sensation throughout the 
country, whether it pleased the party or not. I thought it 
right to give you this explanation, in ,case the sort of clamour 
now raised reaches you, that the concluding aeatenoes of my 
speech spoilt the division; for be aasored, they who are the 
loudest now in saying so, were the loudest in cheering that 
peroration in their places. — Yours ever truly, 

H. Bbouohah. 
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To Francis Jeffbet. 

13, Litton Grove North, near Paddington 
(London), UthJuli/, 1817, 
Dead Sir, — I hope yon have not set me down for a very 
ill-bred and inBensible person ; but what with delaying, and 
half expecting to receive yoar comiuanda, and doubting 
whether my BerviccB might be requisite jiist now, I am afraid 
I muet have appeared to make a very ill return for a ready 
kindneas which I sincerely feci. At all events, I am in arreoni 
with the Edinburgh Seviev:, and should be obliged by your 
telling me in what way you would have me diachai-ge them. 
1 believe I mentioned to you, that thei-e waa a republication 
of Fairfax's Tasso coming forth, and that I ahoiild take up 
Buch a work for criticifim with some confidence. Something 
interesting, I think, might be made of the subject of Italian 
poetry in general, of Tasso'a personal character and life, and 
of the old contested point of comparison between him and 
Arioato. Will yon be kind enough to say whether you will 
like this, or whether you can suggest to me any other sub- 
ject in the belles lettra. Could I take up Coleridge's Poems 
just collected and published 7 I do not know him personally, 
though I come from the same school. I dislike his tergiver- 
sation and his subtleties. [I^S. illegible for a few lines-j 
/ admire his genius, but not the manner in which, upon 
the whole, he has used it ; I think him a martyr to indo- 
lence, to extremes, to disappointed enthusiasm, to a ready 
metaphysical faculty of over-refining, and talking on any side 
of any subject ; and from all this, perhaps I may say, that I 
am impartial, and should judge him fairly. But, perhaps, as 
he has niade eome direct observationB on the Edinburgh Review 
in his Literary Life (just pnblished also), he may require a 
more particular notice than a new contributor to that work 
could give him. There is a work annouoced, though I do 
not know when it will appear, which I should go to, with all 
Jay heart and soul, — An Inquiry into Skakspeare's Life and 
Character, assisted by Researches into his Poems. The editor is 
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no very great person (Nathan Drake) ; but the object of liia 
■work is a de^deratum, and well worthy of exciting the eager- 
iicsa both of critic and reader. I had once, indeed, a thought 
of an esBay on that subject myself. Will you oblige me by 
your opinion, for — against [MS. illegible.] 



13, Lisaon Grove, 1817. 
Dear Sig. — I trouble you with this, to say, that since my 
last, I have been more acquainted with this atrocious nraisease 
writteo about me in Blackwoo^s Magazine, and that nothing 
<jon be falser than ^hsi, is said respecting roj haTiog aaked 
and pestered Mr. ITazlitt to write an article upon my poem in 
the Edinburgh Review. I never breathed a syllable to him 
on the subject, aa anybody who knows me would say for me 
at once, for I am reckoned, if anything, somewhat over 
iiistidious and fantastic on euch matters. I received luHt night 
a letter signed John Erchom Dalzell, Advocate, the author ot 
Tvhich tells me at last that he is the writer of the article, and 
that he did not mean to attack my private character I Ho 
only attacked the bad principles I eriace in my Avritings 1 
You may conceive by this, that this letter is a strange mixture 
of afiected aire and real paltering. I have written this evea- 
iug to Edinburgh according to the sigoatnre, to ask whether 
Mr. Dalzell (if there is such a person) avows himself the 
author of the letter. But I am taking up your time with 
these matters. I merely wished, in the first instance, to state 
what I have mentioned above. Believe me, dear air, most 
wnoerely yours, 

Leioe Huht. 

F.S. — You shall hear from me, according to promise, on 
the 10th. I did not know, when I received youz letter, the full 
force of your kind and instant ezpreBsion of contempt 
against the article to which you alluded ; but I am happy to 
say that you are warranted in feeling it all. Indeed, I need 
not say so, after your instinctive sympathy and scorn. 
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Fkom John Keats. 

MargaU, Kith May, 1817. 
Mr DEAR Hdnt, — The little gentleman that sometimes 
Itirke in a gossip's bowl ought to have come in verj likenesa 
of coasted crab and choked me outright for not anawering 
your letter ere this. However, yoa must not suppose that I 
was in toivn to receive it. No; it followed me to the Isle of 
Wight, and I got it just as I was going to pack up for 
Margate, for reasons which you anon shall hear. On arriiring 
at this treeless place, I wrote to my brother George, to request 
C. C. C. to do die thing you wot of respectLng Rimini ; and 
George tells me he Iiaa undertaken it with great pleasure : so 
I hope there has been an understanding between yon for 
many proofs. G. C. C. is well acqutunted with Bensley. 
Now why did you not send the key of your cupboard, which 
I know was full of papers ? We would hare locked them all 
in a trunk together with those you told me to destroy ; 
which, indeed, I did not do for fear of demolishing receipts; 
there not being a more unpleasant thing in the world 
(saving a thousand and one other) than to pay a bill twice. 
-Mind you old Woods — a very varmint shrouded in covetous- 
ness. And now I am upon a horrid subject — what a horrid 
one you were upon iast Sunday, and well you bandied it I 
The last Examiner was a battering-ram against Christianity, 
blasphemy, Tertullian, Erasmus, Sir Philip Sidney; and then 
the dreadful Patzelician and their expiation by blood ; and do 
Christians shudder at the some thing in a newspaper which 
they attribute to their God in its most aggravated form ? 
What is to be the end of this ? I must mention Hazlitt'a 
Southey. Oh ! that he had left out the gray hairs I or that 
they had been in. any other paper not concluding with 
such a thunderclap. That sentence, about making a page 
of the feelings of a whole life, appears to me like a whale's 
back in the sea of prose. I ought to have said a word on 
Shakspeare's Christianity. There are two, which I have not 
looked over with you, touching tlie thing, the one for, Gis 
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other against. That in ^vovt is in Afeaaure for JUeaatire, AcL 

2. EC. ii. 

" I«U>. AlMt alail 

Why, oil the louls that were, were forfeit once; 
And He, that might the vautnge l>est hare toolc. 
Found ont the remedy." 

That agMDBt is in Twelfth Night, Act 3. bo. ii.-r— 



Before I come to the Nymphs I must get through all 
disagreeables, I went to the Me of Wight, thought so much 
about poetry bo loOg together, that I could not get to sleep at 
night ; and, moreorer, I know not how it was, I could not get 
wholeaome food. By this meami, in a week or so, I became 
not over capable in my upper stories, and set off pell-mell 
for Margate, at least 150 miles, because forsooth I ^cied 
that 1 should like my old lodging here, and could continue to 
do without trees. Anodier thing, I was too much in solitude, 
and consequeatly was obhged to be in continual burning of 
thought aa an only resource. However, Tom is with me at 
present, and we are very comfortable. We intend though to 
get among some trees. How have you got oa among them 7 
How are the Nymphs ? I suppose they have led you a fine 
dance. Where are you now? in Judea, Cappadocia, or the 
parts of Lybia about Cyrene. Strangerfrom " Heaven, Hues 
and Prototypes," I wager you have given some new turns 
to the old saying, " Now the maid was fair and pleasant to 
look on," as well as made a little variation in " Once npon a 
time; "perhaps, too, you have rather varied, " Thus endeth the 
first lesson." I hope you have made a horseshoe business of 
" tmsuperfluoua lift," "faint bowers," and fibrous roots. I 
vow that I have been down in the mouth lately at this work. 
These last two days, however, I have felt more confident— I 
have asked myself ao often why I should be a poet more than 
otlier men, seeing how great a thing it is, how great things 
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are to be gained by it — yrhat a thing to be in lie mov.th of 
fame — that at Jast the idea has groivn bo monstrouaJy beyond 
my seemiog power of attaiument that the other day I 
nearly consented with myself to drop into a Phteton. Yet 'tia 
a disgrace to fail even in a huge attempt, and at this moment 
I drive the thought from me. I began my poem about a 
fortnight since, and have done some every day except travel- 
Ijng ones. Perhaps I may Lave done a good deal fur the time, 
but it appears such a pin's point to me, that I will not copy 
any out. When I consider that so many of these pin points 
go to form a bodkin point (God send I end not my life with 
a bare -bodkin in its modem sense), and that it requires a 
thousand bodkins to make a spear bright enough to throw 
any light to posterity — I see nothing but continual uphill 
journeying. Xow, is there any thing more unpleasant (it 
may come am ung the thousand and one) than to he sojourney- 
ing and miss the goal at last. But I intend to whistle all 
^ese cogitatioDH into the sea, where I hope they will breed 
HtOTtns violent enough to block up all esit from Eussia. 
Does Shelley go on telling strange stories of the deaths of 
kings? Tell him there are strange stories of the deaths of 
poets — some have died before they were conceived. " Now do 
you make that out, master Vellum," Does Mrs, S, cut bread 
and butter as neatly as ever ? Tell her to procure some 
iatal scissors and cut the thread of life of all to-be-disap- 
pointed poets. Does Mrs. Hunt tear hnen as straight as 
ever ? Tell !ier to tear from the book of life all blank leaves, 
Bemember me to them all — to Ktiss Kent and the little ones 
all. Your sincere friend, 

JoBH Keats alias Jusikts. 
You shall know where we move. 

Fbou Thoxas Mitchell. 

. . . I told yon a foolish story some time ago aboat 

Bentham's proficiency in crowing like a cock. Miss Fox 

tells me I have mistaken the name. It was Beckfoid (Caliph 
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Tathek Beckford), and his daughter Lady Dooglas, to whom 
the story belonged. I kaow not what compeosatioa to make 
to the illustrious legiElator, uhIces by meDtiooiiig to him a 
case of analtgoug punishment, which I dare say docs not 
occur in his chapter on that subject. A comic poet (Cratinua, 
I believe) Jaahed the Athenians severely in u play which was 
called Bapta. The Athenians took their revenge by dipping 
the bard till 'he waa suffocated. 

To Joseph Severn. 

Vah of Health,, Bampatead, 
8th March, 1821. 
Deab Severn, — You have concluded, of course, tliat I 
have sent no letters to Rome, because I was aware of the 
effect they would have on Keats'a mind; and this is the 
principal cause ; for, besides what I have been told about 
letters in Italy, I remember hia telling me upon one occasion 
that, in his sick moments, he never wished to receive another 
letter, or ever to see another fkce, however fHendly. But 
still I should have written to you, had I not been almost at 
death's door myself. You will imagine how ill I have been, 
when you hear that I have but just begun writing again for 
the Examiner and Indicator, after an interval of several 
months, during which my flesh wasted from ine with sickness 
and melancholy. Judge how often I thought of Keats, and 
with what feelings. Mr. Browu tells me he is comparatively 
calm now, or rather quite so. If he can bear to heur of us, 
pray teU him ; but he knows it already, and can put it iu 
better language than any man. I hear that he does not like 
to be told that he may get better ; nor is it to be wondered at, 
considering his £rm persuasion that he shall not survive. 
He can only regard it as a puerile thing, and an insinuation 
that he shall die. But if his persuasion should happen to be 
no longer so strong, or if he can now put up with attempts 
to console him, of what I have said a thousand times, and 
what I still (upon id^ honour) think always, that I have seen 
too many instancea of recovery from apparently desperate 
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cases of coDsumptiou not to be in hope to the very last. J£ 
he sdll cannot bear this, tell him — t«ll that great poet and 
noble-hearted man — that we shall all bear his memory in the 
most precioQS part of our hearta, and that the world shall 
bow their heads to it, a^ our loves do. Or if this, again, will 
trouble his spirit, tell him that we shall never cease to re- 
member and love him ; and that, Christian or infidel, the 
moat sceptical of iaa has faith enough in the high things that 
nature puts into our heads, to think all who are of one 
accord in mind or heart are journeying to one and the same 
place, and shall unite somewhere or other again, face to face, 
mutually conscious, mutually delighted. Tell him he is only 
before us on the road, as he is in everything else ; or, whether 
you tell him the latter or no, tell him the former, and add 
that we shall never forget that he was so, and that we are 
coming after him. The tears are again in my eyes, and I 
must not afford to shed them. The next lett«r I write shall 
be more to yourself, and more refreshing to your spirits, 
which we are very sensible must have been greatly taxed. 
But whether your friend dies or not, it will not be among the 
least lofty of your recollections by-and-by that you helped 
to smooth the sick-bed of so fine a being. God bless you, 
dear Severn. Your sincere firiend, 

Leigh Hunt. 

Fbdu Chables Lamb. 

Indiffermt Wednesday. 1821. 
DeakHunt, — There was a sort of side talk at Mr. Noveilo's 
about our spending Good Friday at Hampstead, but my sister , 
has got BO bad a cold, and we both want rest so much, that you 
shall excuse our putting off the visit some little time longer. 
Perhaps, after all, you know nothing of it. — Believe me, 
yours truly, 

C. Laub. 

Shelley's writing necessarily oc«iipj a large and 
conspicuous share of the correspondence. The Pro- 
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metheus Unbound had appeared ; it was the subject of 
severe attacks from the critics of tho day, and of a pro- 
portionately vigorous defence in the Examiner, which 
became identified with Shelley and his reputation ; and 
drcumstances contributed to draw the friends still 
closer. Their antecedents had been very different. On 
many points their opinions were unlike ; and not simply 
because Leigh Hunt was much the elder and more 
experienced man, since he paid to the great attain- 
ments and singular sagacity of his friend a very high 
respect. They differed in many of their natural 
qualities, Shelley being hnpetuous, little considerate of 
punctilios or forms where he thought right should dic- 
tate a summary and direct course ; while Leigh Hunt 
was ultra-scrupulous in approaching others, and un- 
questionably inclined to be haunted, like Hamlet, with 
doubts the very opposite of the convictions upon which 
he conscientiously acted : so that, although he was firm 
and stedfast in his political course, he was always ready 
to entertain the opposite side of the question, and to 
make allowance for all persons whatsoever. In his 
personal affairs this facility for entertaining scruples 
and doubt, even after a resolve had been formed, and 
an exaggerated sense of his own incapacity for busi- 
ness, with a proportionately excessive estimate of other 
people's capacity, induced him frequently to rely upon 
advice and aid where it would have been more fortu- 
nate if he had trusted entirely to his own judgment. 
It is, of course, needless to say that I am not criticising 
the conduct which I am explaining. Retrospective 
criticism is almost invariably idle surplusage. I have 
only pointed to certain natural traits, because they help 
to explain the subsequent events. Strange as -it may 
seem, Shelley certainly showed a greater aptitude for 
business than his older friend, and the fact was recog- 
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nised bj Leigh HoDt with his usual emphasis. They 
resembled each other in dissenting from the received 
opinions of the day npon various subjects; and although 
their opinions upon those very topics differed from each 
other, they most heartily concurred in believing that 
the world was injured by the restraints placed npon 
discussion, by the substitution of conventional or dog- 
matic rules for logical and natorally-worked-out reason- 
ing, and in taking the methods employed to sastain 
constituted anthority very seriously to heart. I have 
certainly never met with any man who felt public 
affairs and the interests of mankind at large so deeply 
in hia own personal sympathies as Leigh Hunt, with 
the single exception of Shelley, of whom I may say the 
same e converso. This necessarily drew them very 
powerfully towards each other. 

In the period ibllowing his release from gaol, Leigh 
Htint had to contend with accumulated difficulties, of a 
nature to call for special exertion. His whole life was 
one of pecuniary anxiety. His father was a refugee 
from America, the representative of & Barbados family, 
whose fortunes had declined; and although Isaac Hunt 
was a man who could at dangerous junctures put forth 
resolution and energy, it seems evident that ha was 
inclined to repose on the traditions of his family, and 
on a vague general hopefulness, rather than active 
endeavour. Emerging from the Biueeoat School, 
Leigh Hunt found himself placed in the hereditary 
condition of an impoverished relative ; and the employ- 
ment sought for him was snch as could be found, 
rather than such as suited either his natnral disposition 
or his training, which had been esclusively scholastic 
By the force of accidental circumstances, he became, 
as we have seen, a writer for the periodical press, in 
itself not a very certain mode of livelihood^ and one 
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not calculated to develop regular business habits. In 
addition to these untoward circumstances, there was a 
peculiarity of his character — it was no affectation when 
he declared himself entirely incompetent to deal with 
the simplest question of arithmetic. The very com- 
mmiest sum was a bewilderment to him. He learned 
addition in order that he might be iitted for his place 
in a public olGce. It was a born incapacity, similar to 
that of people who cannot distinguish the notes of 
music or the colours of the prism. Perpetually re- 
proached with it, very conscious of his mistakes, he 
took his deficiency to heart, and, with the emphatic 
turn of his temperament, increased it by exaggerating 
his own estimate of it. Thus he regarded himself as 
a sort of idiot in the handling of figures; and he was 
consequently incapacitated for many subjects which he 
could handle very well when they were explained to 
him in another form. A secondary consequence was 
the habit, acquired very early, of trusting to others. 
His wife was clever in the special handling of arith- 
metic, a fact which he knew and admired. She had 
been broaght up by a mother who was a thrifty house- 
wife, and thus became, in all domestic matters, a busi- 
ness agent for a man who tnisted her less like a 
husband than like a child. 

About the year 1821, Mrs. Hunt fell into a confirmed 
state of ill-health, which terminated in confirmed disease 
of the lungs. This ultimately showed itself in the very 
formidable shape of hEemorrhage from the lungs. The 
Bpitting of blood was almost constant ; sometimes it was 
so copious, that it seemed impossible to anticipate any 
but a fatal result. According to the views entertained 
at that day, Mrs. Hunt's medical attendants considered 
a warmer climate absolutely necessary. Her illness 
thus at once deprived her husband of his trusted agent 
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in domestic aS&lra, and appeared to force upon bim 
imperatively a serious expense. 

It has already been mentioned that Leigh Hunt was 
originally introduced to the family of Mrs. Kent in 
order to gratify the curiosity of her second daughter, 
whose admiration for the youthful author was confirmed 
on personal acquaintance into a strong attachment. N^ot 
very long after he Iiad been accepted by the elder 
sister, a disagreement took place between the couple, 
and the engagement was broken off by mutual consent. 
To the youth the rupture occasioned great pain of mind ; 
and, as we have already seen, he took an opportunity bf 
a friendly correspondence with the mother to renew his 
suit. In fact, independently of bis special admiration 
for the eldest daughter, he evidently desired to form an 
alliance with the family ; and this desire went so far 
that he did not conceal it from the mother. The 
young lady's sister Elizabeth, however, used her best 
exertions to reconcile the separated lovers, with com- 
plete success. The engagement was renewed, and was 
not broken again through life. Congeniality of tastes 
and mutual esteem rendered the husband and the sister- 
in-law fast friends, £:equently companions. Distance 
formed do barrier to such friendship, and it will be 
seen that letters to his sister-in-law formed a consider- 
able part of Leigh Hunt's correspondence when ho 
went abroad. 

Feom Mart Wolstonecraft Shelley. 

btk March, 1817. Marlon}, 1 o'clock. 
Mt dear Hukt, — Although you mistook me in thinking 
that I wished you to write about politicB in your letters to 
me, — as such a thought was in iact far from me — yet I 
cannot help mentioning your last week's Examiner, as its 
boldness gave me extreme pleasure. I am very glad to find 
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that yon wrote the leading article whioli I had doubted, as 
there was no significant hand. But though I speak of this, 
do not fear that you will be teaaed by we on. these subjects 
■when we enjoy your company at Marlow, When there, you 
shall never be serious when yoa wish to be merry; and have 
as many nuts to crack as there are words in the Petitions to 
Parliament for reform — a tremendous promise. 

Have you never felt in your eucceaaion of nervous feelings 
one single disagreeable truism gain a painful possession of 
^ur mind, and keep it for some months 7 A year ago, I 
remember my private hours were all made bitter by reflections 
on the certainty of death ; and now the flight of time has the 
same power over me. Everything passes, and one ia hardly 
conscious of enjoying the present before it becomes the past. 
I was reading the other day the letters of Gibbon. He 
Hitreats Lord Sheffield to come with all his family to visit 
him at Lausanne, and dwells on the pleasure such a visit will 
occasion. There is a little gap in the date of his letters, and 
then he complains that his solitude is made more irkaome by 
their having been there and departed. So wiE it be with us 
in a few months when you will all have left Marlow. But I 
ivill not indulge this gloomy feeling. The sun shines brightly, 
and we shall be very happy in our garden this summer. 
Affectionately yours, 



FfiOM Pebct BrssiiE Shelley. 

Great Marlow, 29/fi June, 1817. 

Mt Dear Fbiends, — I performed my promise, and arrived 
here the night alter I set off. Everybody up to this minute has 
been. and continues well. I ought to have written yesterday, 
for to-day, I know not how, 1 have so constant a pain in my 
side, and auch a depreasion of strength and spirits, as to make 
my holding the pen whilst I write to you an almost intolerable 
exertion. This, you know, with me is transitory. Do not 
mention that I am unwell to your nephew j for the advocate 

VOL. L 8 
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of a new system of diet is held bound to be invulneiable by 
dieease, in the same manner as the sectaries of a new system 
of religion are held to be more moral than other people, or as 
a reformed parliament must at leaat be assumed as the lemedy 
of all political evilB. No one will change the diet, adopt the 
religion, or reform tlie parliament, else. 

Well, I am very anxious to hear how yon get on, and I 
entreat Marianne to excite Hunt not to delay a minute in 
writing the necessary letters, and in informing me of the 
result. Kings are only to be approached tlirongh thdr 
ministers ; who indeed, as Maritime shall know to her cost 
if she don't take care, are responsible not only for all their 
commissions, but, a more dreadful responsibility, for all their 
omissions. And I know not who bos a right to the title of 
king, if not, according to the Stoics, he to whom the King of 
Eings had delegated the prerogative of lord of the creation. 

Let me know how Henry gets on, and make my best 
respects to your brother and Mrs. Himt. Adien. Always 
most affectionately yours, 

P. B. S. 

To Febct BrssHE Shellet. 

13, Lisson Grove, North, Wednesday, 
27(A August, 1817. 
Mt beak Friekd, — I intended writing to you to-mdVrow 
respecting the progress of my own affairs; but a parag^nph 
which you will see in the Chronicle of to-day, under the head 
of " Chancery Court," makes me write at once to ask you 
how you would wisli I should notice it,* or whether you 
would rather leave the notice entirely to myself I think I 
can say I shall do it to your satisfaction either way. The 
form in which I would do it should be in a paragraph between 
brackets, immediately following the one in question. What 



* Most proliably the proceedings in Chancery to depriye Shdley 
of the cnstod/ of bi> childRa. 
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think yon of joaz nev conngellor, Bobert Owen ? He has 
made a great seosatjon in town, and will unlock mjiiads of 
lipa. — With most afiectionate remembrances to Uarina, erer 
most heartily yours, 

Leigh Hqkt. 

Fbou Peect BtssBE Sbellet.' 

Li/07u, 22nd March, I8I8. 

Mr DEAB Fbiend, — Why did you not wake me that night 
before we left England, you and Marianne ? I take tbb as 
rather an unkind piece of kindness in you ; but which, 
in consideration of the six hundred miles between vs, I 
forgive. 

We have jounMyed towards spring, that has been hastening 
to meet »is from the South : and though our weather was at 
first abominable, we have now warm eunny days and soft 
winds, and a sky of deep azure, the most serene I ever saw. 
The heat in this city to-day is like that of London in the 
midst of summer. My spirits and health sympathize in the 
change- Indeed, before I left London, my spirits were as 
feeble OS my health, and I had demands on them which I 
found it difficult to supply. I have read Foliage : ivith 
most of the poems I am already familiar. What a dlightf 1 
poem the Nymphs is 1 It is truly poetical, in the intense 
and emphatic sense of the word. If six hundred miles were 
not between ua, I should say what pity that glib was not 
omitted, and that the poem is not as faultless as it is beautiful. 
But, for fear I should spot/ yonr next poem, I will not let ^p 
a word upon the subject. 

Give my love to Marianne and her sister, and tdl Marianne 
flhe defrauded me of a kiss by not waking me when she went 
away, and that, as I have no better mode of conveying it, I 
must take the best, and ask you to pay Che debt. When shall 
I see you again ? Oh, that it might be in Italy I I confess 



* Lttten/rvm Ilalf. 
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that the thought of how long we may be dirided makes me 
very melancholy. Adieu, my dear friends. Write soon. 
Ever most aStotJonately youre, 

P. B. 8. 



To Percy Btsshe Shelley. 

it'sson Grove North, 2itk April, 1818. 
Well, dear and illustrious vagabonds, and how do you find 
yourselves ? We are all well here, and as musical and flowery 
as ever, notwithstanding Marianne's school two hours of a 
morning, which makes as all good boys and girls, and gets me 
up, and keeps all sorts of peevishness and^noises down. We 
rejoiced at having youi letters from Cal^s and Lyons, albeit 
Shelley found out the weak side of my friendliness in not 
waking him, — which is very savage and "young-eyed" 
of him. " On which Shelley looked meek, and taking forth a 
pen," &c. We thought you would have a roughish passage. 
Just as your first letter came, some one had horrified us, by 
telling us of a carriage which was met in the sea by a person 
coming over. It was not a present to Amphitrite, was it, to 
make interest at Court ? It is delightful to hear of Shelley's 
improving health. The nearer he gets to the sun the better 
he will be, I doubt not ; but don't let him be too much out 
in it and burn his wings. It was very good of Marina to 
write such a circumstantial letter from Lyons, and almost as 
good of Shelley (there's modesty for you) to think so mnch of 
the Nt/mpliS. I hope to hear a thousand things of Italy, of 
the Alps, of Milano la Grand^, Firenza la Bella, and Napoli la 
Gentile, — of the ladies, the country, the books, the operas, 
and of Raphael and Julio Komano, which reminds me that 
there is a place also called Eome. I mention JuKo Bomano 
rather than Michael Angelo ; because in the prints I have 
eeea from him there is a poetical something more to my taste 
than in the heavy-built dreams, neither natural nor super- 
natural, of Michael, — of whom, remember, nevertieless, Ihave 
seen nothing but in the same kind of translation, and who, I 
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dare say, must have done great tbinga to get so great a repu- 
tation. If you go to Venice also, yon mnst give me your 
impressions very particularly, as I am writing a comedy, 
mixed with quieter matter, the scene of which is laid there. 
I am in the second act, and am introducing the most heautiM 
of the Venetian aira. A gentleman has lent me a number of 
books about Venice, among which is a large one consisting of 
all the chief buildings and views in it, designed and engraved 
by Luca Carlevariis, I mention it in order that you may see 
I shall have some true ideas of the look of the place, and that in 
ca^ you meet with the book, I may have the pleasure of your 
pointing out to me some of the spots in it, and bo enjoy them 
in a manner along with you in spite of distance. WLen you 
get at all settled, pray, tell us how you live, — how yon spend 
your days,' generally speaking, one with another, Ecce 
gignum! We are more orderly again than we used to be, as 
before mentioned. We also go often to the theatre. Marian 
and Bess are so bold, that on Friday evenings, when I am 
writing my theatrical, they sometimes go to the play togetier, 
and come home full of what they have seen, and make the best 
company in the world. We go to plays, to operas, and even 
to concerts, not forgetting a sort of conversazione at Lamb's, 
with whom, and Alsager, I have renewed the intercourse, with 
infinite delight, which sickness intermpled. One of the best 
consequences of this is that Lamb's writings are being collected 
for publication by Oilier, and are now, indeed, going through 
the press. So we have still proof-aheeta fluttering about us. 
As to myself in particular, I walk out quite a buck again, 
with my blue frock coat and new hat, waving my (orange) 
lily hands. I also go to the office on Saturdaya. At present 
I have made myself a nook to write in of a morning in the 
comer of the room where Eaphael stood — aa thus :— I have 
taken hie place under the print of Shakspeare, in a chair with 
a table before me, put his buat on it, with a rose-tree at the ude 
towards the door, and filled the outside of the window with 
geraniums, myrtle, daisiea, heartsease, and a vase full of gay 
Howers ; so that, with the new spring green in the garden, jaj 
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books on the right, the picture of Jaques and the Stag under 

Milton, (uid two plaster-cast raees, which has jiut 

sent me, on eacji side of the Mercury oa the piano, I have 
nothing but sights of beauty, genius, and morality all about 
me. (Here Shelley says, irith lit-up eyes and a smile, "Oh ! ' 
Hunt " — Clare rubs her hands and twinkles her eyes ; and 
Marina looks placid and sly.) ' admired my bower the 

other evening, and shrieked at the sight of tiie heartsease. I 
overtook him the other day walking through the flowery part 
of Corent Garden Market, and peering with infinite com- 
ptacency on each side of him. He has been to tea here sereral 
times, and the other night met Lamb and his sister. He tells 
me to say that he is ahve, and has as many prejudices as 
usual. He meana to write. Peacock went with us to the 
play just after yon lefl us, and we also met him a few nights 
aflerwarda at the opera ; but he has since been at Marlow, and 
we have neither seen nor heard of him. Mr. Godwin, I hear, 
is well. I am going to send him Drake's books about 
Shakspeare, which Lamb tells me he wishes to see. Adieu. 
I leave the rest of the paper for Marianne. " What do you 
say to Mr. Shelley, Thornton ? " — " My love, and I shall be 
glad if he's happy." Thornton is now reading almost all day, 
nestled up in an arm clmr. " What ahall I say for you, 
John?" "Why, why, his love ; no, don't say Aw lore: — 
say my lore, and I shall be glad if he has got a great stone ia 
his hand." (Here he, and Thornton, and Maiy burst into a 
loud fit of laughter.) " What shall I say for you, Mary 7 " 
" Say" (hardly able to speak for laughter) " that I ahidl be glad 
if he's love." Here, in comes Mollibincke, just apropos, with 
little Percy in her arms, who is looking as grave and intent as 
if he had all the ideas of his namesake in hia head. But I 
must have done. Love to all, and from all ; and God blesa 
you I What a nice, good, kind-tempered pri Marina waa 
during the bustle of going away ! When you write to Lord 
Byron, pray, remember me particularly to him. Oh ! for some 
of your Italian sunshine, and even some of our old clouds, to 
m^ a proper April with ; for we have bad nothing hitherto 
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but dost and east minda. Tbe Nephcliada have treated me 
with too distant a respect. What are you writing, Shelley 
and Marina? Tell me eyerything ; but again, again, I must 
have done. Horace Smith is married, and has sent me a veiy 
nice letter on the occasion. We are going to have a honse- 
warming with him in a day or two at his iuther's villa. 
Well, take care of the books and other matters. Shelley's 
book is going off ; and FraTtkettsteiit is in request as usual. 

24(11 April, 
Marianne after all says she will write a letter by herself — 
there's an epiatolatory determination for yon ; bo I eit down to 
have a little more i^at. And now I muat thank you (be 
yoar letter from Milan which sainted oh laat night on our 
return from the play; and I must inform you also, that 
though somewhat amitten at finding you arrived bo soon, and 
though my letter (above) ia dated by mistake 24th, my 
conscience was saved in other respects, for it was really 
written on Tuesday, the 31st. It is exceedingly pleasant to 
have so good an account of Italy, especially as on the same 
day I received a book from a well-meaning, though not a veiy 
knowing sort of person, who gives a very different one. You 
shall hear all about the plays and operas in a little bundle of 
slips from the Examiner^ which I mean to poke in a comer 
of Peacock's packet, when I hear it is ready ; and there shall 
also be a selection of snch politicals as I think have anything 
in them. You tell me, Marina, to write long letters. Have 
I not bc^n like a good boy 7 Be a good girl in return, and 
write me as long ones, even if Shelley takes too long siestas 
to halve them for yon. God bless him, and blesa you alL 

To Mart Shellet. 

4(A August. 

Mt deab Mart, — I sit down to write to yon with every 

intention of saying a great deal, if my wits will bear me out. 

In the first place, you know mine are to be mere letters of 

chit-chat : more I cannot even aim at. How are you all 7 
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Is Mr. Shelley better? I am Borry to hear no better accounts 
of him; better health for him Beemed the only thing to 
make your absence for so long a time aad at such a distance at 
all comibrtable. We miss you much ; and oiten, as you may 
suppose, talk of you atl. The summer is a remarkably fine 
one, extremely vrarm, and vegetation in high luxuriance. 
"We have moved into a uew bouse, which Mr. Hunt has taken 
for some years, with the power of leaving it at the end of the 
fourth year by paying 201. ; but we all, I think, know bis 
dislike to change (which, by-the-by, does not extend to 
houses). NevertlielesB, if we aay four, the probabibty is we 
shall stay seven years, and c^iend many a day together in it. 
It is ID the New Koad between Baker Street and Gloucester 
Place, parallel with Portman Square (8, York Buildings). 
Mr. Hunt has had hia portrait taken in chalk, as large as life, 
half-length, by Mr. Wildman, Thornton's drawing-master. 
It is one of tbe most astonishing likenesses that ever was seen ; 
you would almost tbink it was going to speak to you; and tbe 
execution, as a drawing, equals the likeness. 

Mr. Coulson we have not seen for Eome time ; Mr. Keats 
is gone to Scotland. You will be sorry to bear poor Miss 
Lamb is ill again : what a sad thing it is for such au admirable 
woman. I don't know how it is, but those things seem to 
fall on tbe most delightful and amiable of mankind — I don't 
mean her particular complaint, but distress and uneasiness in 
general. 

If you send any parcel over, will you send some Italian 
chalk for drawing, black and white : Thornton would be so 
much obliged to you j for it is so very difficult to get good 
here. How is it, Mr. Shelley does not write 7 Indeed, j/ou 
write very shabby letters. Tell us a little more of yourselves. 
I will leave Mr. Hunt a little room. — Yours affectionately, 
M. A. Hunt. 

Ath August. 
Mt dear Mr. Shellet, — Many happy returns of the day. 
May you be happier next year than last. M. H. 
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Very well, madam : " a little room ! " But I shall tnm it 
into a lai^ one, by making my letters little, as all the devila 
got into Pandamonium by shrinking themselves. And, first, 
to tell you my dear friends, why Marianne's letter has been 
so long delayed after the date. You must know, first of all, 
that it waited for a parcel of Mr. Oilier' s, then it struck us ' 
tiiat Mr. "Wildman might as well make a copy of my head, 
which accordingly comes to ask you how you do ? thea 
Mr. Oilier w^ted for ub ; then, I believe, he sent off his 
letter before his parcel ; then we all think we are waiting for 
each other, and then we all feel wonder and remorse, and 
Shelley spares his dilatory friend in behalf of his late 
good epistolatory behaviour, not to mention his present (in 
two senses). Can you manage to carry the head about with 
you, like the pot of Basil in Boccaccio? It is as la^ as 
life, you see, though the picture itself is not so large as the 
original, which iocludes part of the body. It is also very 
spiritedly done, and reckoned a great likeness, though I must 
tell you, in greater justice to the artist, that it is not so finely 
wrought up as the original, albeit he himself thinks the 
contrary, (Should the box still come after the letter, you 
will conclude that the picture is traveUing in it. I am sorry 
to find there is nothing miraculous in ray head, or it would 
naturally have saved ua the trouble of pacMng, and gone to 
the land of Loretto (he shortest way.) And now, who will 

SEND 03 A HEAD OB HEADS IN HETUEN DRAWN BY SOME ItAUAH? 

Pray think of that, and show for once that you have some 
respect for the Mosaic institution, which enjoins the payment 
of limb for iimb. I wonder people never send portraits of 
hands to each other, as well as heads. The thought has just 
struck me. It is a very cordial member ; and if any one 
sets me the example, Pll follow it. Think of that also. And 
sow, thank ye heartily, Marina, for your last letter ; and 
thank ye, Shelley, for yours ; and thank ye, Clare, fisr yom: 
Tenetiau music, which I think very natural and danaatory 
indeed. Little Mary fell into the measure of it directly, and 
danced herself about the room with all sorts of clappings 
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of Lands and sidelong oods. You mast know, they say slie 
grows liandg')me and fineIi(.T- shaped every day, which I hear, 
of course, with the old paternal scepticism. (Hallo, I'm oat 
of Pandxmoniam.) Tell us all about the little ones, and, 
more than all, about the large ones. Sbelley, indeed (by the 
way, do yon know he haa deviated into three of theae " femi- 
mine" letter marlis himself?) has given a very nice full 
account of the way in which you spend your time. So he 
won't tell me about the mountains, and talka of my micro- 
scopic eyes ! Weil, tell him, 1 think him great, nevertheless. 
I envy you your vines and fireflies, certainly ; but with r^;ard 
to climate and summer, Mu-ianne has told you we have had 
a remarkable season, and it remans so stil!. It is said there 
has not been such a one for forty years. I certainly remem- 
ber nothing like it myself, for continuance — real uninter- 
rupted southern continuance. Day after day, day after day, 
there is nothing bnt sunshine and blue sky, with, once sud 
away, a good large drenching rain, that seems to come porely 
to lay the dust, and water tlie vegetation. Never was a finer 
time for the theories of your humble servant the Bee. I long 
to hear of Eome, and Naples, and the paintings, &c. &a.; 
particularly of the ladies and the out-of-door amusements. 
Shelley will become a connoisseur in the best part of 
pmntings — the sentiment and imagination. Fray tell me, in 
special, of Raphael's pictures ; of Cupid and Psyche at the 
Chigi Palace; of his Poetry and Parnassus; of his Galatea; 
of his picture where the officiating deacon (a sceptic) is 
blushing at the sight of a miraculous cross on the post; 
of the School of Athens, with all the philosophers and 
Shelleyites of old in it; of the BcuJpturej and of what you 
see of Julio Romano's. Ariosto, I must own, though relac- 
tontly, does not answer the expcctotions formed of him by 
a reader accustomed to Shakspeare's inexhaustible thinking 
and Spenser's imagination. He seems wordy and Bnpeificial 
in the comparison. But he baa a vein of flue natural poetry 
in him, nevertheless, and delightful spirits ; and I have no 
doubt, the idiomatic charm they speak of is very great to liia 
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conntrymea, as foreigner can eren relish it. Aiioeto alnays 
seeniB to me one of natare'o gentlemen — if you understand 
tliat mixture of the aboriginal and sophisticated. 'Bat I 
must own that I prefer Lis predecessor, Bojardo, for general 
enterlmnmeDt, and Pulci, for perfect freedom and the greatt:r 
fieah-and-blood TKriety in hie knights ; and, I think, hj the 
■way, that an acquaintance with the two poets diminishea 
BtiU further our epecial admiration of Ariosto, who has 
succeeded so much, perhaps, with his countrymen, because 
he has hit a more oniversal intelligibility of style and address 
— a great thing, certainly ; but then it is the means, and not 
the end. I think you would like Ariosto's minor poems and 
satires. But Petrarch, Boccaccio, and Dante, are the morning, 
noon, and night of the great Italian day; or, rather, Dante, 
Petmrch, and Boccaccio, ore the night, morning, and noon. 
" And the evening and the morning were the first day." 
Shelley told me once he would read Boccaccio. Fray make 
him do so now^, especially the tales of the Falcon ; of iJbc 
Pot of Basil ; of the king who came to kiss the young girl 
that was ^ck for love of him ; and of the lover who returned 
and found his mistress married on account of false reports 
of him, and who coming in upon her at night-time, and 
begging her to let him lie down a little by her eide, wiUioat 
disturbing her husband, quietly broke his heart there. I 
have not gone on with my Coventry story yet, though I most 
assuredly mean to do so ; but it must wait for this drama 
of mine : and this drama, yon must know, in a gieat Shelleian 
fit, I have tamed from a comedy to a tragedy, or rather 
serious play, and made the famous Cid the subject of it, 
moved thereto, not by any sympathies or emulations with 
Master Comeille, but by an account of his Spanish original, 
Don Evillcn de Castro, in Lord Holland's Lives of him and 
Lop^. The Cid, yon know, revenges a blow given to his old 
father. I mean to make him pooish the giver of it, but yet 
be above the feeling of the revenge as revenge. How will 
Shelley say7 "That's admirable 1" .... I am 
delighted to hear that Shelley is on the subject he mcntioDs. 
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It completely suits Lim, being at once logical, philosophical, 
poetical, and myeterioua. I shall hail hiH Homer's Hymns, too, to 
begin the year with. I can tell him that his name geta more 
known and respected every day, in 8pite of the Quarterly 
Reviewers, who have attacked him, and me, and Hazlitt (though 
not Shelley by name), in their old, false, furious, and recoiling 
way. The candid part of their friends are, I believe, really 
ashamed of them, — one or two, I know, are. They surely 
never felt any real dignity or contempt for meanness them- 
selves, or they would avoid extravagances which enable one 
to despise them. Hazlitt has written a masterly character of 
Gifibrd, much more coolly done than these things of hia in 
general ; and this single circumstance shows what sort of 
feelings the poor creature generates. I have noticed him only 
in passing, truly and unaffectedly feeling too much scorn, as 
you may imagine ; but I think I can say something further 
after all, as far aa others are concerned, whose contempt, 
perhaps, is not close at hand enough to be effective. There 
is the allusion that Shelley expected to the book at the 
Chartreuse, but they only quote the word u9eoci fiiulvBfitiroc 
they chose to let alone. But perhaps you have seen or 
heard of all this. Marianne has told you. of our new house. 
It is very comfortable, with the single exception of its looking 
out upon Jiousea, back and front ; but I have a study to 
myself, and fill the vrindowa with flowers, in the freshness 
of which I am now writing this letter o» Shelley's birthday, 
which God grant may return many and many a lime, with 
all the blessings for him and his that can be wished them by 
their most affectionate iiiead, 

Leigh Hour. 

To. P. B. AND M. W. Shelley. 

8, riwi Buildings, New Soad, Thursday, 
12th November, 1818. 
Ht dear FmEHDS, — So I find, all of a sudden, why it is 
you do not write to me. I sent my last letter thoughtlessly, 
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by Mr. OlHer's box, and tliey tell me, to my great cliagrin, 
tJint perbaps it may sot have reached you yet. I bad no idea 
of tbis or I should have wriltea to you again long before ; and 
so I should at all events, had I not been daily devonred with 
printers' devils, and in. expectation besides of hearing from 
yonraelTes. So Shelley has been hanging his head, I fear, 
and saying, "Hunt is too careless," and Marina has been look- 
ing sideways, and thinking it net worth speaking about; and 
First Lady has consigned me over to the common character of 
mankind. Weil, I shall sit like Patience in a post-ofEce, and 
wait for one of the kindest letters in the world. What think 
you of my modesty as well aa industry ? I have been writing 
a Pocket-Book. The booksellers tell me it will do exceed- 
ingly well ; and Shelley will be at once pleased and sur- 
prised to bear that it is my own property, and I mean to 
keep it so. It is entitled the Literary Pocket-Book, or 
companion for tie lover of art aod nature, and contains a 
long calendar of the months, written by myself, infersperged 
with quotations Irom dead and living poets. Lists of men of 
original genius from the earliest times to the present, of living 
authors of Europe, artists and musicians, extracts from 
Bacon and otbers, and original poetry, among which I have 
taken the liberty (" Hunt is too ceremonious sometimes ") of 
putting Marianne's Dream to tbe great delight of said 
Marianne, not to mention itfi various MS. readers. Tbe 
names are not mentioned in tkia department of the book; bat 
Shelley will be in good company, — at least, I may speak for 
Eeats, and Shelley will speak for some one else. I Ibrgot, in 
my box letter, to allude to the criticism in the Quarterly 
Review upon Marina's book. Upon the whole, I congratulate 
' her on it. They bave now been abusing Eeata at a furious 
rate ever since their abuse of Sbelley, and it is pleasant, on 
many accounts, to see how the public disgust is increasing 
i^inst them every day. I made no answer to Gifibrd myself, 
partly out of contempt, partly (I must really say) out of 
sometbing bordering on a loathing kind of pity, and partly 
for the sake of setting an example always praised, but seldom 
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or ever practised. I therefore instinctively paid a fiiend like 
Shelley the compiinient of feeling for him, as I felt for 
mjEelf ; but there are limita in forbearance, especially when 
the task is oot one of aelf-revenge, but of friendship ; and aa 
they have sent for his poem from Ollier's to criticise it, I 
mean, if they (Giflbrd or others) do not take warning, to 
buckle on my old rusty anaour, and give them such a 
carbonado as I know I am able to give, and they most capable 
of feeling. I hope Oilier has told you that Shelley's book 
sella more and more. God bless you all, asd never think 
angrily or doubtingly of one who is just as sensitive to the 
opinicm of those dear to him as he despises that of the 
reviewers. Most afiectionately yours, 

LiiaH HoMT. 

Marianne's ill — but sends very best love. Bess requests to 
be put in by all means. Hogg, Keats, Novello, H. Eobertson, 
■ and Coulson send their remembrances — Hogg especial ones. 
I am now resuming my drama ; and am going to propose to 
Constable, that when I have done it I will undertake speci- 
mens of the Italian poets from Dante to Metastasio. 

To Maet Shellet. 

8, York Suildings, New Road, 
9(6 March, 1819. 
Marina Mt* , — I should have written much sooner, but I 
have been in a world of doubt and diSiculties. You know 
the difGculties which I foolishly suffered to remain upon me, 
when Shelley did that noble actios. They have latterly come 
pelting upon n>e, and, thank God, the storm is pretty well 
over. What pleases me much, however, is, that these are 
old matters that have been long coming, not new ones; and 
that both my economy and my resources have been in- 
creasing meantime. You must know I have been writing 
lately like a dragon (nor is the simile so unlike as it seema, 
it we are to believe Emanuel Swedenborg, who says that 
the devUs have plays acted before them, and that he saw 
critical dragons sitting in the pit). I hope the parcel with 
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the Poeket-Booka has arrired by tbia time. I finished mj 
tragedy the week before last ; I am now deep in translating 
passages out of the Greek plays to make up the little volume, 
commencing with Hero and Leander. What divine writcra 
those Greek tragedians are ! I nhon]d quarrel more with the 
TiDJiiBt and shocking superstition about history, upon which 
their writings are founded, were they not perpetually yearn- 
ing ailer every species of beanty, moral and pliyinoal ; and , 
were there not even a lurking impatience and irreligion 
against their own plots, which contain something more truly 
pioos and worshipful to the " Spirit of Intellectual Beauty " 
than all the frightened compromises with bigotry in the 
world. " But Tcliat, Hunt, of Italy 7 " Oh, yon see, I delay 
speaking of Itaiy, I cannot come ; I wish to God I could ; 
and were Shelley and you to be ill, bo as to want me to help 
comfort you, I fed almost certain that I would ; but it is next 
to impossible. My brother Jolm has had for some months an 
idea of retiring into the country, in order Uiat his sons might 
be better furnished with means for entering into life ; and just 
as I wrote my last letter, he had finally determined upon it. 
He and my other brothers dine with me to-morrow, previ- 
onsly to his departure, which takes place in a couple of weeks; 
and then it will be more than ever necessary that I should be 
«Tery Saturday at office, where my nephew Henry takes his 
place. Henry is a very nice ingenuous lad, who, with 
his fat her's staider excellencies, has more imagmation. 
He is going to live with Coulson, which appears to me an 
excellent arrangement. The other day he surprised a com- 
pany at his father's with starting earnestly into conversation, 
his face all on fire, and making a zealous defence of Shelley, 
whom some foolish person attacked. When he had done, he 
apolt^ized for being so loud and abrupt, hut "mynncle," 
swd he, " admires and loves Mr. Shelley, and this alone 
should excuse me; " upon which his father added with evident 
ddight, "My dear boy, you could not have done better." 
Now all this, I conceive, ia good and fine. I think it was 
Couleon who told me. Coulson is a good deal here ; so are 
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Hogg and Peacock, besides the Novellos, and a very nice 
couple, friends of theirs, a Mr. and Mrs. Gliddon. We bad a 
most glorious twelftb-nigbt, with tea in the study at half-past 
six {in tbe morning), and the women all sparkling to the last. 
The Lambs alao we see at short intervals, and Alsager, and 
Hazlitt, who baa just published a most bitter yvu9i ataariy 
letter to Gifford, which said Gifford, bj-tbe-by, Shelley may 
be assured is his traducer, and not Soutbey. Soutbey is an 
honest man after a fashion, and does not tell wilful lies. I 
have also made a very pleasant acquaintance in a young man 
of tbe name of Procter, who was a little boy at Harrow when 
Lord Byron was there, and who wrote the verses in the 
Pocket'Booh ^ned " P. E." Albeit bred up in different 
notions, be is a great admirer of Shelley's book, and has a 
fund of goodness and good taste in general. Young Curran, 
too, has been here three or four times; and there is a distant 
sort of endearment between me and the Lapwing. I beg 
pardon. Somebody told Mr. Godwin the other day, that I 
said Milton was an atheist. So he wrote ma a very polite 
letter to know what grounds I had for calling him so ; and I 
answered and said, None, — having no grounds, and never 
having so called him. All that I had said was, tliat Milton, 
latterly, never went to any place of worship, or had any 
worship in bis house ; and it turned out that I could not 
prove even this, having confused my memory betwixt some 
words in tbe proving of bis wiU, aud an assertion of Joland'a 
to that purpose. Upon which Godwin sent me a very plea- 
sant answer, stating that he thought this would be the amount 
of the matter, and giving me a specimen of the way in which 
these things sometimes get into books. Haytey bad said in 
his Life of Milton, that Bacon was deformed ; so Godwin (who 
tells me that he always makes a point of plaguing people on 
these subjects) wrote to him to know his authority ; upon, 
which Hayley returned for answer, that be had no authority, 
but that he conceived " be must have mistaken Kobert Cecil, 
Earl of Salisbury, for tbe Tiscount St. Albans : " a pretty 
diffeience, between the crabbed politician, with a body as 



ad b, Google 



1813.] OUT OP POISON. 129 

Clocked as his soul, and the Hesperus of modern pHIosophy. 
Hogg and Peacock generally live here ever Sunday, when the 
former is not on the circuit ; and we paaa veiy pleasant after- 
noons, talking of mjrthology, and the Greeks, and our old 
friends. Hogg, I think, has a good heart aa well as wit 
Tou have heard, of course, of Peacock's appointment in the 
Didla House ; we joke him upon his new oriental grandeur, ' 
his Brahminical learning, and his inevitable tendencies to be 
one of the corrupt, upon which he seems to apprehend 
Shelleian objurgation. It is an honour to him that "pro- 
sperity " sits on him well. He is very pleasant and hospitable. 

He has told you, I suppose, that Mr. • called on hini the 

other day, and invited him and Hogg to dinner with his wife 
at Eenidugton. Peacock asked me if I had any objection to 
meet them at hia loilgings to dinner. I said I had, because as 
I was not aa old acqucuntance of theirs, I could avoid their 
company, and would never meet a person who would not 
meet ^elley ; but Hogg eaya they are now very desirous of 
seeing bun, and so my grandeor relented, and I ehaSl shortly, 
perhaps, have to give you an account of our confronting. 
Pray tell me in your next (for you will write again, nymph of 
the sidelong looks, now I have done my epistolatory duty) 
how you all are, and whether Shelley's Italian doctor haa 
done Tiim any good. Didn't yon go to SioOy while you 
were in the neighbourhood — the land of Theocritus, and 
Proserpine, and Polyphemus ? I do not scruple to put the 
one-eyed giant in such company, because he always appears 
to me a pathetic rather than a monstrous person, though hia 
disappointed sjrmpathies at last made him cruel. What do 
you think of thia Polypheme theory of mine ? I have been 
for a long time in a state of remorse for not writing ; and 

yet But I will not make bad excuses ; for on such an 

occasion they mutt be bad. Yon shall see how I will mend. 
There is not a day passes over my head, I assure you, but 
what I think of Italy, and not for its native productions, but 
its foreign. Pray teU me how you are, and what yoa do, and 
where you go, and what you intend. Shelley says he should 

TOL. I. 9 



130 COEEESPOSDENCE OF IJJGH HUST. [1818. 

like to be walHng about witb me in the IlampstPad fields. 
It is what I repeat to myBclf every day. If he were 
h^e, I Bhoald walk as much ag^ as I do. If he does not 
speedily qait« restore his health, I sometimes think that my 
yearnings on this point may bring you over a little sooner 
than yoa anticipated. I am sore that if he lived at Kilbom 
or at some such place in the neighbourhood, I should walk 
there and back every day. God bless yon. I am writing 
\ipon a little green portfolio which you left in Russell Street, 
and which I have usorped the use of ever since. Remem- 
brance to Clare. Marianne is writing out my tragedy, and ao 
I bave got Betsy Sent to write you a little more chit-chat. 
Ever most sincerely and afiectionately, 

Leiqh Hunt. 

To Pebct Btsshe Shellet. 

Torh Buildings, July, 1819. 
Mt rEAEEST Fkiehd, — My letter would have come off to 
you before I received yours, bad I not been laid prostrate by 
a bilious ifever, from wiiich I am now recovering, and which, 
I think, has left me in a condition to get better than I was 
before, if I take care and take peruse, which with me are 
nearly the same thing. I had received the news of your 
misfortune, and thought of all which you and Mary must 
sufier. Marianne, I assure you, wept hearty tears of sympathy. 
He was a fine little fellow, was William ; and for my part 
I cannot conceive that the young intelleotoal spirit which sat 
tTiinki-ng out of his eye, and seemed to comprehend so much 
in his smile, can perish like the house it inhabited. I do not 
know that a soul is boin with us; but we seem, to me, to 
atUun to a soul, some later, some earlier; and when we have 
got that, there is a look in our eje, a sympathy in our cheer- 
fiilness, and a yearning and grave beauty in our thoughtful- 
ness that seems to say, " Onr mortal dress may iall off whea 
it will ; our trunk and our leaves may go ; we have shot up 
our blossom into an immortal air." This is poetry, you wlU 
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Bay, and not ai^timent : but then there comes upon me another 
tanay, which would fain persuade me that poetry is the argu- 
ment of a higher sphere. Do you smile at me ? Do yon, 
too, Maiina, smile at me? Well, then, I have done something 
at any mt«. My dear friends, I afiront your understandings 
snd feelings with none of the ordinary topics of consolation. 
We most all weep on these occasions, and it is better for the 
Mndly fountains vnthin us that we should. May you weep 
quietly, but not long ; and may the calmest and moat afiec- 
tionate spirit that comes out of the contemplation of great 
things and the love of all, lay his meet blessed hand upon 
yOQ. I fear this looks a little lite declamation ; and yet 
I know that he would be a Tery mistaken critic who should 
tell me that it was so. 

I can do nothing with my tragedy — at least, not at present ; 
I may do something when the new management at Drary Lane 
is settled, provided Kean likes it on perusal. He has rejected 
it, in a manner, at present, without perosing ; for in my letter 
to him I unfortunately said that there were firo characters in 
it, either of which, it was thought, would snit him ; and it 
tamed oat just afterwards that he had a mortal antipathy to 
having any second Richard in the field. He returned me a 
▼eiy polite answer, in which he said thait his hands were full. 
I then sent to Covent Garden ; and here, it eeems, the manager 
lives in the house of a bad dramatist, to whom he is nnder 
obligations, and who settles the destiny of all new comers. 
I had the honour to be rejected. You cannot suppose, of 
■ coarse, that I think my tragedy worse than those which are 
received. I know it to be a great deal better : but between 
ourselves, I think I huve hart it for publication, by keeping 
in mind its destination for the stage. At all events, I shall 
keep it myself, in hopes of future performance. What I most 
regret is the waste of my time, which I might have tamed 
t« more lucrative account ; but I did my best, and most 
industrious. The two little poems {Hero and Leander, and 
Sacchua and Ariadne) are out; and if Oilier does not bestir 
himself, I will make up a little packet next we^, with these 
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and one or two other things in it. Perhaps I had better do 
80 at once, if Peacock does not send. Is it possible that jou 
have nerer leceived even Ollier's first packet yet, with the 
portrait in it, which I thonght, in my ^otimn, was to gratify 
you so? I gness as much, by yonr silence about it Yoa 
will see in the Examiner what I have said about your lovely 
poem of Boaalmd and Hdm, which is a great favourite of 
. mine. Z was rqoiced to find also that Charles Lamb was full 
' of it. Tour reputation is certainly rising greatly in your 
native country, in spite of ita honest Promethean chains ; and 
I have no doubt it will be universally recognized on ita proper 
eminence. I long, by-the-by, to see Prometheus himself, 
I have no doubt yon have handled hia "wearied virtue" 
nobly. It is curions, but I had thoo^t a little while ago 
of writing a poem myself, entitled Fromaheas Throned; in 
which I intended to have described him aa having lately 
taken possession of Jnpiter's seat But the subject, on every 
account, is in better hands. I am lather the sod of one of 
Atlas's daughters, than of Atlas himself. I am glad you like 
the specimen of the Pocket-Book. Aa my old chat relreshea 
yon, I think myself boond just now to write often ; — I shall 
despatch another letter next week addressed to Mary, which 
I hope will induce her to oblige me with one of those gigantic 
paragraphs whiob she entitles a letter. Won't yon write 
to me frequently, too, if 1 write frequently 1 God bless you, 
my dear, dear friends, and take care of your health and spirits, 
if it be only for the sake of'yoor afiksticmate 

Leigh Hunt. 

To Maet Sbellet. 

8, Yorh Buildingt, New Road, 

July, 1819. 

Mr DBAS Mart,— I was just about to write to you, as yon 

will see by my letter to Shelley, when I received yours. 

1 need not say how it grieves me to see you so dispirited. 

Not that I wonder at it under such euSerings ; bat I know, 
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at least I have often raspected, that you baye a tendency, 
partly constitutional perhaps, and partly owing to the turn 
of your philosophy, to look over-intensely at the dark side of 
human things ; aad they must present double dreariness 
through such team as you are now shedding. Fray cousent 
to take caie of your health, as the ground of comfort ; and 
cultivate your laorela on the strength of it. I wish you 
would strike yonr pen into some genial suhjcct (more obvioosly 
G^ than your lust), aud bring up a fountain of gentle tears for 
us. That exquisite passage about the cottagers shows what 
you could do. Be»des, to tell you the truth, I want an 
opportunity of speaking about your writings, having delayed 
critidaing your novel so long for want of well knowing how 
to handle it, that 1 know not what to be at in order to show 
you what I really feel. This is the whole mysteiy, I assure 
you — if ever you have a thought about it — and not my old 
thief of a friend, Delay, however he might have insis ed on 
having a hand in the matter, too. Then, because I do not 
criticise the work of this friend, I do not criticise the works of 
this or that acquaintance ; and so I get into twenty dilemmas, 
which none but a journalist can iully experience, and none 
but a very true friend, very clever to boot, can afford to 
pardon. And so, madam, I ioll in imagination at your feet, 
and kiss the hands to your very illustrious signorship, hoping 
they will soon fiunish me with an opportunity of redeeming 
my character. Imagine that in this sheet of paper, which 
your eyes are now engaged upon, you are perusing my peti- 
tioning face — (don't take your hand from my chin) — I am 
sure there is enough sincerity in it to obtain my pardon, and, 
I hope, enough gaiety and good humour to bring out a few 
little amiles from your own. I wish in truth I knew how to 
amuse yon just now, and that I were in Italy to try. I would 
walk about with Shelley wherev^ he pleased, having resumed 
my good old habits that way ; I should be merry or quiet, 
chat, read, or impudently play and sing you Italian airs all the 
evening. Fray, is Shelley still of opinion that a man ought to 
have time to write an essay between every note in Sul margine 
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fTun rio ? I have lent Homebody that beaatifal lur of Martin's 
Le was so fond o^ and cannot recollect whom ; bo that I often 
miss it, with many interaal execrations against the unknown. 
We are continually talking of you. Tour names are truly 
" as ^miliar in oar mouths as household words." " I nish 
the Shelleys were here." " What have Mr. or Mrs. Shelley to 
Bay to that?" "I think Shdiey would almort be as well with 
us here tiiis fine hot summer weather as in Italy," " I wish 
I had him writing here with me, and reading one another 
lectures upon being dilatory and djaphragmatical." " Mary 
would have been amused, perhaps, at the opera to-night ;" — 
and then we look up to your box, almost hoping to sea a thin, 
patrician-looking cosmopolite yearning out upon us, and a 
sedatc-&ced young lady bending in a similar direction, with 
her great tablet of a forehead, and her white shoulders uncon- 
scious of a crimson gown. A propos (though the word is 
misapplied, as it happens to be really applicable), the opera 
is not altogether bo entertaining as it was dtuing the God-gift 
dispensation (Todor, »'. e. Theodore), Mrs. Fine-Eyes (Bel- 
locchi) being coarse in every other respect except her voice, 
and that is too sharp at top. She is the oddest little heyday 
lamp yon ever saw, fantastically dressed, and looking alter- 
nat«ly good-hnmoured and sulky to an excess. Peacock has 
been reasoned by some mathematician out of his love for the 
opera, and is to read Greek, they say, instead, on Saturday 
nights — the Dithyrambic, of course — to begin at seven pre- 
cisely. What do yon think of this dSbut of mine in scandal 7 
But he glories in doing nothing except upon theory. He falls 
in love, as it were, upon a gravitating principle. His passion, 
literally, as well as metaphorically, is quite problematical. 
Let B be Miss Jenkins, &c I see a good deal of Lamb, 
Hazlitt, Coulson, the Novellos, <&c., but as much at their own 
house aa at mine, or rather more just now. We give no 
dinners aa we used. Our tvfo other out-of-door amusements 
are the theatre (an involuntary one), and taking onr books 
and sandwiches, and spending a day in the fields, — which we 
do often. Mr. Lloyd, an old Latinist and friend of I^amb, and 
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translator of Alfieri, Las come to town, and apeaks liiglily of 
Shelley, wUli whose poetry he is well acquainted. He laughs 
at those who accuse him of no principle, and says he is 
evidently fiill of principles, and as for that matter, of religion, 
too. What do yon think of this baulk in their teeth 7 L. is 
a man much shaken by sickness, but very acute-headed and 
metaphysioal. Farewell, till I write again, which shall be 
qieedjly. Tell me if I write witii too great levity, and I will 
be as grave as my ^mpathy is sincere. Try and walk, in 
apite both of bitter and sweet burdens. Marianne does, and 
is the better for it — Ever truly yours, 

L. H. 

To P. B. AKD M. W. Shelley. 

8, Yori: Buildings, New Eoad, 
Augvsi, 1819. 

Ml DEAK Fbiends, — Wbenerer I write to you, I seem to 
be transported to your presence. I dart out of the window 
like a bird, dash into a south-western current of air, akim 
over the cool waters, hurry over the basking lands, rise like 
a lark over the mountains, £ing like a swallow into the 
vallies, skim again, pant for breath, there's Leghorn — eccotrd! 
tow d'ye do ? 

I wish you would encourage my epistolatory interviews by 
writing to me every Monday morning; I would write on the 
same day myself — Bay at nine o'clock ; and then we should 
have the additioaal pleasui^e of knowing that we were occu- 
pied on the very same thoughts, and almost chatting together. 
I will begin the system, at any rate; and if }'0U do not help 
me to go on with it, why, I will heap Christian coals of fire 
on your heads by endeavouring to go on without you. 
There is the same continued sunshine this season as last year. 
Every Saturday, when I go to office, I seem to walk through 
vallies of burning bricks, the streets and pavement are so 
intensely hot ; but, then, there is a perpetual limning of fiesh 
air in the fields, and you may imagine I am ofWner there. 
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Sometiinea I ramble aboat in them, Bometimes take my meals, 
sometimes lie down and read. The other day I had a deli- 
cions sleep in a haycock. These green fields and blue skies 
throw me into a kind of placid intoxication. Are there manj 
moments more delicious than the one in irhich you feel your- 
self going to slumber, with the sense of green about you, of 
an air in your face, and of the great sky arching over your 
head ? One feels, at such times, oil the grandeur of planetary 
consciousness without the pain of it. Tou know what I mean. 
There is a sort of kind and beautiiul sensuality in it which 
softens the cute and oppressiTeness of intellectual perception. 
Certainly, a cotutiy so green as England cannot well be 
equalled by any other at such a season ; and did not the less 
pleasant causes of that green return, I should try toy utmost 
to induce you to come back again ; for, at this identical 
moment, I do not think you would be more comfortable any- 
where than in such a place, with a book or two, a basket of 
fruit, and (O vain, flattered friend !) Leigh Hunt. Shelley 
does indeed flatter me, when he writes to me as the " best 
&iend " he has left behind. I heartily wish he had any 
better, for I am sure that they would go through a dozen 
firea for him ; and, as for that matter, so would L In no 
race of friendship would I be the laat, if my heart broke ftar 
it at the goal. But enough of this at present. Pray do not 
let Shelley be uneasy about my pecuniary affairs. It was he 
that enabled me to throw off the weight of them at first, and 
I should think it an ill return if I did not at least exert all 

the faculties which he set free I guess, by 

Shelley's questions about the Euganean Sills, that he has not 
seen my criticism yet in the £xaminer, for aurely 1 spoke 
there of a poem which I admire beyond measure, for thought, 
imagination, muac, cTerything. He has a great admirer here 
from the Lakes, who has come to London for his health- 
Lloyd, one of the earliest Lake poets. Slore of him in my 
next. God thrice bless you, Shelley mto, Marina mia.— 
Ever moat afiectionately yours, 

Leigh Hdnt. 
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Fbou Percy Btssoe Shelley.* 

Livomo, 15th August, 1819. 

Mt dear Friend, — How good of you to write to na so 
often, and such kind letters I Bat it is lending a beggar. 
Wliat can I offer in retnra 7 

Thongh surrounded by suffering and disquietude, and, 
latterly almost overcome by our strange misfortune,')' I have 
not been idle. My Protnetheua is finished, ond I am oa 
the eve of completing another iTorkiJ totally different from 
anything you might consider that I should write ; of a more 
popular kind; and, if anything of mine could deserve atten- 
tion, of higher claims. " Be innocent of the knowledge, 
dearest chuck, till thoa approve the performance." 

i send you a little poem § to give to Oilier for publication, 
bnt tmthoul mff name. P. will correct the proofe. I wrote it 
with the idea of offering it to the Examiner, but find it is 
too long. It was composed last year, at Este; two of the 
characters you will recognize; and the third is also, in some 
degree, a painting from nature, but, with respect to time and 
place, ideal. You will find the little piece, I think, in some 
degree consistent with your own ideas of the manner in 
which poetry ought to be written. I have employed a certain 
familiar style of language to express the actual way in which 
people talk with each other, whom education and a certain 
refinement of sentiment have placed above the use of vulgar 
idiomH. I use the word vulgar in its most extenuve sense. 
The vulgarity of rank and iashion ia as gross, in its way, as 
that of poverty, iuid its cant terms equally expressive of bare 
conceptions, an^, therefore, equally unfit for poetiy. Not 
that the familiar style ia to be admitted in the treatment of a 
subject wholly ideal, or in that part of any subject which 

• Letters from Itah/. 

t The sudden death of William Sliellej, wliich luLppencd in Bomei 
6th Jane, 1BI9. 
X The Cenci, 
g Jtdkat and Maddalo- 



ad b, Google 



138 COHBESPONDENCE OF LEIGH nUNT. [1819. 

relates to (!ommon life, Trbere the passion, exceeding a certain 
limit, touches the boandaries of that which is ideaL Strong 
passion expresses itself in metaphor, borrowed from objecta 
alike remote or near, and casts over all the shadow of its own 
greatness. But what am I about ? If my grandmother aadta 
egga, was it I who taught her ? 

If t/ott would really correct tbe proof, I need not trouble 
P., who, I suppose, has enough. Can you take it as a com- 
pliment, that I prefer to trouble you T 

I do not particularly wish this poem to be known as mine; 
but, at all events, I would not put my name to it. I leave 
yon to judge whether it is best to throw it into the fire, or to 
publish it. So much for self — self, that burr that will stick 
to one. Tour kind expressions about my Eclogue gave me 
great pleasure ; indeed, my great stimulus in writing is to 
have the approbation of those who feel kindly towarde me. 
The refit b mere duty. 1 am also delighted to hear that yon 
think of us and form fandes about us. We cannot yet come 
home. Most affecdonately yours, 

P. B. Seellet. 

Feom Pebct Bysshe Shelley.* 

Lieomo, 8(A September, 1819. 

Mt DEAit FitiENB, — At length has arrived OUier's parcel, 
and with it the portrait. What a delightful present t It b 
almost yourself, and we sat talking with it, and of it, all the 
evening. It is a, great pleasure to us to possess it — a plea- 
sure in time of need, coming to us when there are few others. 
How we wish it were you, and not your picture ! How I 
wish we were with you 1 

This parcel, you know, and all its letters, are now a year 
old — some older. There are all kinds of datt^s, from March 
to August, and " your date," to use Shakspeare's expreasdon, 
" is better in a pie or pudding than in your letter." " Vir- 

• LeUeraJrom Italy. 
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ginity," Paroltca saya, but letters are tBe same tLing in 
aoother shape. 

Witb ic came, too, Lamb's vorka. I have looked at noce 
of tbe other books yet. What a lovely thing is hia Rosamund 
Gray J Hoir much knowledge of the sweetest and deepest 
ports of our nature in it 1 Wh^i I think of each a mind as 
Lamb's — ^vhen I see how tmnoticed remain things of such 
exquisite and complete perfection — -what should I hope for 
myself, if I had not higher objects in view than feme! 

I have seen too little of Italy and of pictures. Perhaps P. 
bas shown you some of my letters to him. But at Rome I 
was veiy ill, seldom able to go out without a carriage; and 
though I kept horses for two months there, yet there is so 
much to see I Perhaps I attended more to Kulpture than 
Piling, its forma being more easily intelligible than that of 
the latter. Yet I saw the famous works of Bapbael, whom 
I agree with the whole world in thinking the finest painter. 
With respect to Michael Angelo, I dissent, and think with 
astonishment snd indignation of the common notion that he 
equals, and in some respects exceeds, Raphael. He seems 
to me to have no sense of moral dignity and loveliness ; 
and the energy for which he has been so much praised, 
appears to me to be a certain rude, external, mechanical 
quality, in comparison with anything possessed by Raphael, 
or even much inferior artists. His iamous painting in the 
Sisline Chapel seeme to me deficient in beauty and majesty, 
both in the conception and the execution. He has been 
called the Dante of painting ; but if we find some of the 
gross and strong outlines which ore employed in the most 
distasteful passages of the Inferao, where shalTwe find your 
Francesca — where, the spirit coming over the sea in a boat, 
like Mara rising from the vapours of the horizon — where, 
Matilda gathering flowers, and all the exquisite tenderness 
and sensibility and ideal beau^ in which Dante excelled 
&11 poets except Shakspeare ? 

As to Michael Angelo's Moaes — but you have a cast of 
(hat in England. I write these things heaven knows why I 
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I have written sometiiing and finished it^ different from 
anything else, and a new attempt for me; and I mean to 
dedicate it to yon. I shonld not bare done so without your 
approbation, but I asked yonr picture last night, and it amiled 
assent. If I did not think it in some degree worthy of 
you, I would not make you a public offering of it. I expect 
to have to write to you Eooa about it. If Oilier is not turned 
Jew, Christian, or become infected with the murrain, he will 
publish it. Don't let him be frightened, for it is nothing 
which, by any courtesy of langui^, can be termed either 
moral or immoral. 

Mary has written to Marianne for a parcel, in which I beg 
you will make Oilier enclose what you know would most 
interest me — your Calendar (a sweet extract irom which I 
saw in the Examiner), and the other poems belonging to you; 
nnd, for some friends of mine, my Eclogue. This parcel, 
which must be sent instantly, will reach me by October; but 
don't trust letters to it, except just a line or bo. When you 
write, write by the post. Ever your affectionate 

P. B. S. 

My love to Marianne and Bessy, and Thornton too, and 
Percy, &c. ; and if you could imagine any way in which 
I could be useful to them here, tell me. I will inquire 
about the Italian chalk. You have no idea of the pleasure 
this portrait gives me. 

To Peect BrssHE Shelley. 

Monday, eth September, 1819.» 
Mt deae Friends, — ^We have as genuine a delight as you 
in your receipt of the portrait, for we are delighted with your 
delight. How and why it delights me in particular, 1 need 
not say. But you tell ua nothing of pictures in return. I 
would not have you go to any expense, but a sketch, a 
drawing, might easily be managed. Indeed I do not suppose 

* The dale is tbus in the manusciipt, but it it evidently incorrect. . 
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that expense on aucli an occaaion woald be thonght of. What 
is it then? Is it a modeat^, you rogues, vainer than my 
vanity? Shelley will answer, I am mire, for one of you 
against yourselves ; and as to himself, let hira plant himself 
opposite the artist, glancing neither to the right hand nor to 
the left, and look him straightforward in the face, and if a 
Bpirit come down from the planet Mercury to sit still a little, 
imd look at me, the thing could not be finer, I grant you 
that, as somebody said, the beat thing in a face is what is not 
to be found in a portrait ; you say as much of my own ; but 
I send you what I can ; the rest you have in your hearts ; and 
do you think my heart is not as good a piunter 7 I have 
always tliought as you do, SheUey, of Michael Angelo com- 
pared with JEtaphael, at least as far as I can recollect, or have 
thought at all. Yet I think higher of him, perhaps in some 
other points of view, — as in his ideas, for instance, of the old 
Prophets and Sibyls, his picture of the soldiers hurrying out 
of the water, and in a creation of £ve, which is almost 
Baphaelian, if I may judge by the engraving. But as to the 
horrible picture yoa mention, you have admirably described 
it That figure of Christ in particular, is every way a mistake 
and a monstrosity. Do you remember Raphael's " Christ, and 
the miracoloua draught of fishes ? " that wonderfiil figure cou- 
tainit^ all the negative beauty, at least, of his doctrine, 
without any of the deformity of the faith which swallowed it 
ap, — that self- sustained excess of gentleness, — that extreme of 
weakness, meeting on the very strength of its existence with 
power, — that passive obedience made paramount, neutralizing 
sisvishneas by disarming despotism — making a part, as it were, 
of the aerial element about it, a. thing issuing from out the 
air, — and if it were to be carried away by it, as if it would 
submit and so resume iteel£ I scarcely know what I am 
writing, but I have a meaning in the core of it all ; and, 
having a meaning, you will find it out, especially one of such 
A nature. I did not intend to write half so much on the 
subject any more than yourself; for I longed to thank you for 
your proposed dedication. It (your dedication) is one of the 
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greatest honoors as well as pleasures, of wbich my nature la 
susceptible. My spirit walks tlie higher on the strength of 
its approach ; I, as aa Italian poet could say, piu superbo va. 
Nor do I ray this laughingly, though Ido; if you uoderstaad 
that paradox. I am so serious upon the subject that a smile 
comes to my relief. When the reason and the iuiag^ation, 
the vanity, the heart, the private spirit and the public, are all 
gratified at once, one's enjoyment may well be alittle inefiable. 
Pray tell me whether you would like your ai^onymous poem 
to go tJ) press directly, or whether you would not rather wut 
till the next book-season 7 Marianne, partly in penitence, 
and much in affection, is very busy with Marioa'a orders. We 
pack up a box to-morrow, in which I shall put auch deUcio 
guodam as I cau manage. I need not say I thank you tor 
your kind wishes about Thornton ; but after going on most 
promisingly with his drawing, he has shown more and more 
latterly such a decided preference for letters and books, that 
with great pleasure on my part I have let him have bis way. 
God bless you. I showed Lamb that passage about his 
RosamuTid, upon which he aud with the greatest air of 
sincerity, — " I am proud of it." Next Monday a letter as 
nsual ; and I hope Marina will write speedily. Pray make 
her. Ever yours, 

IiEtoa HotiT. 



FE(ai Mart Skellet. 

Leghorn, 28th August, 1819. 
Mt DEab Mabuhne, — ^We are very dull at Leghorn, and I 
can therefore write nothiDg to amnae you. We live in a little 
country house at the end of a green lane surrounded by a 
podere. These podere are just die things Hunt would like. 
They are like our kitchen gardens, with the difference oni^ 
that the beautifiil fertility of thia oountiy gives tbem. A 
large bed of cabbages is very nnpicturesque in England, but 
here the furrows are alternated with rows of grapes festooned 



ad b, Google 



1819.] OCT OF PEISON. 143 

fui their supporters. It is fiUed nith olive, fig and peach 
trees, and the hedges are of myrtle, which have just ceased to 
flower; their flower has die sweetest &int smell is the world, 
like some delicious spice ; green grassy walks lead you 
throngh the vines ; the people are always busy, and it is 
pleasant to see, three or four of them transform in one day a 
bed of Indian C(.ni to one of celery. They work this hot 
weather in their shirts, or smock frocks (but their breasts are 
bare), their brown lege nearly the colour, only with a rich 
tinge of red in it, of the earth they turn up. They sing, not 
Tery melodiously, but very loud, Rossini's music, Mi rwedrat 
ti TOiedrb, and they are accompanied by the cicala, a kind of 
little beetle that makes a noise with its tail as loud as Johnny 
can sing ; they live on trees, and three or four t<^ether are 
enough to deafen you. It is to the cicala that Anacreon has 
addressed an ode which they call " To a Grasshopper " in the 
Snglish translations. 

Well, here we live; I never am in good spirits — oflen in 
very bad, and Hunt's portrait has already seen me shed so 
mai^ tears, that if it had his heart as well as hia eyes, ha 
-would weep too in pity. But no more of this, or a tear will 
come now, and there is no use for that. 

By-the-by, a hint Hunt gave about portraits. The Italian 
paintera are very bad; they might make a nose like Shelley's, 
and perhaps a month, but I doubt it ; but there would be no 
expression about it They have no notion of anything except 
copying again and again their old masters, and somehow mere 
copying, however divine the original, does a great deal more 
harm than good. 

SheUey has written a good deal, and I have done very little 
since I have been in Italy. I have had so much to see, and 
80 many vexations independent of those which God has kindJy 
sent to wean me from the world if I were too fond of it. 
S. has not had good health by any means, and when getting 
better, fate has ever contrived something to pull him back. 
He never was better than the last month of his stay in Rome, 
except the last week — then he watched sixty miserable death- 
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like hours without closing his eyes, aod yon may think what 
good that did him. 

We see the Examineri r^^uUrly now, four together, just 
two moaths after the publication of the last. These are very 
delightful to UB. I have a word to say to Hunt of what he 
eays concerning Italian dancing. The Italians dance very 
badly. They dress for their dances in the ugHest manner ; 
the men in little doublets with a hat and feather ; they are 
very stiff, nothing but their legs move, and they twirl and 
jump with as little grace as may be. It is not for their 
dancing but their pantomime that the Italians are &moaa. 
Ton remember what we told you of the ballet of Othello. 
They t£ll a stoiy by action, so that words appear perfectly 
superfluous things for them. In that they are gracefiil, agile, 
impressive and very affecting, so that I delight in nothing so 
much as a deep tragio baUet. But the dancing, tmless as 
they sometimes do, they dance as common people ; for 
instance, the danca of joy of the Venetian citizens on the 
return of Othello, is veiy bad indeed. 

I am very much obliged to you for aU your kind offers and 
wishes. Hunt would do Shelley a great deal of good, but 
that we may not think of; his spirits are tolerably good. 
But you do not teU me how you get oa, how Bessy is, and 
where she is. Eememher me to her. Clare is learning 
thorough bass and unging. We pay four crowns a month for 
her master, lessons three timea a week ; cheap work this, is it 
not? At Borne, we paid three shillings a lesson, and the 
master stayed two hours. The one we have now is the best 
in Leghorn. I write in the morning, read Latin till two, 
when we dine ; then I read some English book, and two 
cantos of Dante with Shelley. In the evening our friends, 
the Gisbomes come, bo we are not perfectly alone. I like 
Mre. G^home very much indeed, but her husband is most 
dreadiully dull ; and as he is always with her, we have not so 
much pleasure in her company as we othenrise should. . . . 
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To Maht Shellet. 



Mmiday, 12tA S^tenOier, 1819, 
Tbnfc Buildings, New Boad, 
1 will tell yon, Marina, wliat I meant by " gigautio para- 
graphs:" abort letters written in large characters. Count the 
number of words in one of my letters, and in one of yonra, 
and Bee which has the greater. Thus you write a long letter, 
it is trae, bat not a full one. The characters I write in are 
like the devila in Fandtemonium, who shmnk fhetuBelveB to 
pigmiea that they might all get in ; yours are the leaders of 
them, in eecret conclave, — mightier, bat not so ntuneroas. 
Do not suppose I complain, though of couree yoa could not 
olrject to my wishing aa crammed letters as possible ; and 
now I recollect, you have written some long letters of the 
interlined sort In general, however, they are just as I say ; 
bat the last was in every respect an excellent one, and we 
thank you for it most heartily. We l^nk you for your 
account of the podere ; we thank you for that of the dancing ; 
we tliaiik you for the length of the letter ; and if you must 
still shed so many tears (which are better, tKio, than shedding 
none), we thank you for mingling with them the thought of 
your friends. We rejoice that you can find the least passing 
refreshment from that drop, even in so bitter a cup. But the 
tears will come into our eyes, and we want to diminish yours. 
There is a divine passage in the Meditations of Marcus 
Antminus, — a man whose necessity for being patient, joined to 
an amiable temper, rendered him a kind of mitigated Stoic. 
He advises people who wish to rejoice themselves, to call to 
mind the several virtues or giils of those they are acquainted 
with, as the industry of this person, ^e good-nature of tliat, 
&o. So, you see, you are to beatify yourself any time at a 
moment's notice by reflecting on Shelley's ardour of benevo- 
lence, Marianne's paper-cutting, or my performance of a 
Venetian ballad, or anything, in short, great or small, which 
is pleasurable and belongs to your frienda. But the notion 
is beautiful, is it not t There is another noble passage in 
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hini) which yea and Shelly will admire when you see the 
Pocket-£ook, where I have quoted it. And this leminda me 
that I must ask 3rou, Shelley, to give me a few verses, if you 
have any to Epare, for the next Pocket-Book, which will be 
speedily going to press. I hnve niready begun to write the 
new matter, and what do you think 7 You remember tlie 
200^. which Oilier wa^ prevailed upon by you to axlvance me 
before you left London. The first number of the IMerary 
Pochet-Book haa sold bo well, and promised so belter, that I 
have liquidated the debt by selling bim the copyright for that 
anm. I only retain the editorship, which had he not asked 
me to do, I should have stipulated for, Beeing this new channel 
of opinion opened to me. I am writing for the second number, 
a new calendar divided into the four seasons, in each of which 
I describe what the mere idler eees about him, what the bigot, 
what the money-getter, &e., and what the observer of nature, 
ihowing the infinite superiority which the last haa over the 
others in wealth of enjoymenL Wbat a delightful description 
yon give us, Mariua, of the podere. You justly tliink I 
should enjoy the <mginaL I have a poem of Tansillo's la 
the Famaso Italiano, called II Podere, in which he says, — 

" I pavimenti miei den fiori ed erbe, 
. . . r&rch^ OTB il tesoro io lerbe," 

The botti of course imply the grapes. But what tised to 
delight me in prison was a little poem which follows it by 
one Baldi, called Celeo, o FOrto; because I had a little 
modicum of a garden there which I dressed up witli trellises 
and a handful of turf, and some flowers, and in autumn 
wiUi festoons of scarlet beans in default of grapes ; and all 
&la used to make me read with an autibilious transport a 
passage where Celeo exclaims: — 

"Uk) picdolortci, 
A me dtts, pnlozzo, e loggia, 
A me aei vigaa, e cantpo, e selva, e prsto." 

I haTe seen the brown, muddy-tinged legs you menUon in 
pictures by Bassano and others. They lo<^ as fine and vital, 
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in my opinioo, as the red steme of the vine, where the iriQe 
aeons fllready ciicolating. As we must certainly move, we 
have nittde np onr minds to more to Kentish-town, which is ■ 
sort ot compromise between London and onr beloved Hamp- 
etead. The London end of it tonchea so nearly to Camden- 
town, which is so near to London, that Marianne will not be 
afrud of my retoniiiig from the theatres at night ; and the 
conntxy end is extremely qniet and nirsl, running to the wood 
and the slopes between Hampstead and Eighgate. (Hallo I 
the alopes are ranniDg away with me. I ibrget I am at the 
back of my letter.) Yon will see in my last letter that I have 
antic^ated what yon say abont the pictures, — ao what have 
yon to say ttill .* God bless you. Bessy j<anB in kindest 
zcmembrances. I feel nearer to yon now I write every week; 
and when I hear as often, the neighbourhood will be doubled. 
— ^Toni afiiectionate 

LUOS HlTRT. 



To P. B. AND M. W. Shellkt. 

8, York Btiilding>, Nea Road, 

, 20th 



[AcddentaUj delayed tiU SOth October.] 
Ut dub Fbiesds, — ^iVIariaime, the jade, made me keep my 
last Monday's letter, in order that I might t^ you in a post- 
script when the box had gone off j and lo ! the box is not off 
till to-day ; so that you will receive two Mondays' letters at 
once. It is not her fault, however, tiiat the box did not go 
earlier. Some little circumstances prevented it, which could 
not be helped. 

Bad news I The box cannot go till some things in it are 
made up. So says the man at the office, aad accordingly 
Beesy has returned with it in a coach, and it must be regu- 
lated, and divided in two. We will make all the haste we 
can. Marianne, who expects to be confined daily, has some 
things of her own in preparation, which she can send ; and 
we h(^ and trust they will yet be in time. May the little 
10— s 
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Italian repay you for what you have suffered in Italy ! If 
on no higher account, I should be sorry that you came away 
from such a country without some associationB, human as well 
ae inanimate. Ton know, I suppose, that Smollett was buiied 
at Livomo. There were some things about his writings very 
tmpleasaiit, but he was an hon^t man, and an independent 
one, and is understood to have done immense good to the poor 
wounded sailors in naval fights, by those pictures of pidlees 
Eurgery and amputation in Roderick Random. It is a curious 
cokicidence that onr other chief novelist, Tielding, lies buried 
at Lisbon. We Lave no poet out of our own green earth. 
But Chaucer, as well as Milton, paid a visit to Italy; — so did 
Gray, so did Drummond, Donne, and the Earl of Surrey. 
- There is a fine ghastly image in a poem of Donne's on the 
subject, which will please you. He ia dissuading his wife 
from going with him (he went on a pohtioal mission), and 
hopes that she will not start in her sleep at night, and &n^ 
liim slain. 

"Cryingont— 'Oh!— ohl 
Vnne, oh I my love is slalnl Isaa him go 
O'er the white Alp* alone t I *aw htm, I, 
Aisailed, taken, flght, stabbed, bleed, fall, and die." 

I am tempted, for other reaaona, to copy out the banning 
of this poem for you, which, with the exception of a little 
coarseness which got into the grain of diis wiiter'a strong 
intellect, is very intentie throughouL 

"By our fir»t strange andiktal interview; 
By all deiires, which thereof did enniei 
By OUT long itriTing; hopesi by that remone 
Which my wordi' tnaicnllne perniadve force 
Begot in thse; and by the memory 
Of burti, which spies and rival* threatened roe, 
I calmly beg. But by thy fiUher's wiatb ; 
By ell pains which want and divorcement hath, 
I conjnre thee: and alt the oaths which I 
And thon hast swom to seal joint constancy, 
I here miswear, andoTemrear them tbiu: 
Thou Shalt not love by means so dangerous) 
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Temper, ftir love! lore's Impetuani ragei 
Be mj troe miitreii, not my fei^ed page. 
111 go, and, by tby kind leave, leave behind 
Thee, only irorthy to norw in my mind 
lliitit to come buck." 

She conid not accompany him, it seems, openly, and wished 
to do so ia the disguise of n page. Do you know Donne ? I 
should like to have some more talk with you abont him. He 
was one of those over-metaphyaical-headed men, who can find 
out connectionB between everything and anything, and allowed 
himself at last to become a clergyman, after he had (to my 
GOnvictioii, at least) been aa free and deep a speculator in 
morals as yourself. (I am talking to Shelley, you see, 
Marina — but you are one flesh.) Are not those three words, 
" I calmly b^," very grave and lovely J And all the rest, — , 
IB it not fine, and earnest, and " masculine- persuasive 7 " 

I am refreshing myself, when I caa snatch a holiday hour, 
with translatiag that delightful compromise of art with nature, 
Taeso'a Aminta. For I have now a aew periodical work in 
hand, in addition to the Examiner. My prospectuses come 
out in a week or two, and the first number. follows tlie week 
afler. It is to be called the Indicator, afber a bird of that 
name who shows people where to find wild honey ; and will, 
in^ct, ^inothing but a collection of very short pieces of 
lemat^ biography, ancient fictions, &c. ; in short, of any 
mbjects diat come to hand, and of which I shall. endeavour 
to^exiract the essence for the reader. It will have nothing 
tel^)Orary whatsoever in it, political or critical ; and indeed 
wiU be as pleasant labour to me as I can have, poetry always 
excepted. Will you tlirow lue a paragraph or so now and Ihen, 
as Tittle startling at Jirst as possible to vulgar prejudices ? It 
will come out every Thursday, price twopence, — an accom- , 
pliahed epecTmen, you see, of the Twopenny Trash. If i t \ 
ancceed, it will dorfte great service, being mysotsproperly ; V . 
anJTam' weary with writing every day, and making nothing \ 
of it to put an end to my straitnesses, tliough the Hxaminer ._J 
increases too. — !Elver your afiectionate Leigh Hdht. 
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Fbom Pebct Btsseb Soeixet.* 

Livona, 31th S^teniber, 1819. 
Mr DE&R Friend, — We are now on the point of leaving 
this place for Flor^ce, where ve have taken pleasant apart- 
ments for six months, which brings us to the 1st of April, the 
season at which new flowers and new thoughts spring forth 
upon the earth and in the mind. What is then our destioation 
is yet undecided. I have not yet seen Florence, except as one 
sees the outeide of the streeta ; but its physiognomy indicates it 
tobeacjty which, though the ghost of a republic, yet ptwsesseB 
most amiable qualities. I wish you could meet us there in 
the spring, and we would try to muster up a " li^ briganta," 
which, leaving behind them the pestilence of remembered nus- 
fiirtnnes, might act over again the pleasures of the Interlocutors 
in Boccaccio. I have been lately reading this most divine 
writer. He is, in a high sense of the word, a poet, and his 
laognage has the rhythm and harmony of verse. I Uiink him 
not equal certainly to Dante or Petrarch, but &r superior to 
Tasso and Ariosto, the children of a later and a colder day. I 
consider the three first as the productions of the rigour of the 
in&ncy of a new nation — as rivulets from the same spring as 
that which fed the greatness of the republics of Florence 
and Fisa, and which checked the influence of the German em- 
perors, and from which, through obscurer channels, Eaphael 
and Micbael Angeio drew the light and harmony of their 
inspiration. When the second-rate poets of Italy wrote, the 
corrupting blight of tyranny was already hanging on every 
bud of genius. Eneigy, and simplicity, and unity of idea 
were no more. In vtun do we seek, in the finest passagee of 
Ariosto and Tasso, any espresaion whioh at all approaches, in 
this respect, to those of Dante and Petrarch. How much do 
I admire Boccaccio I What descriptions of nature are those 
in his little introductions to every new day I It is the 
morning of life, stripped of that mist of familiarly which 

■ Lettenfnm Halg. 
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makes it obscure to us. Boccaccio Beems to me to have 
possessed a deep eense of ibe fair ideal of human life con- 
sidered in its social relatjons. His more sericina theories of 
love agree especially with mine. He often expresses things 
lightly too, which have serioas meanings of a very beautiful 
kind. He is a moral casuist, the opposite of the Christian, 
stoical, ready-made, and worldly system of morals. Do you 
remember one little remark, or rather maxim of his, which 
might do some good to the common narrow-minded concep- 
tions of loYB, — "Bocca baccista noa perde ventura; anei 
linnuova, come fa ia luna 7 " 

We expect Mary to be confined towards the end of October. 
The birth of a child will probably retrieve her from some 
part of her present melancholy depression. 

It wonld give me much pleasure to know Mr. Lloyd. Do you 
Imow, when I was in Cumberland, I got Southey to borrow 
a copy of Berkeley from him, and 1 remember observing 
some pencil notes in it, probably written by Lloyd, which 
I thought particularly acute. One, especially, struck me 
as being the assertion of a doctrine, of which even then I 
Lad long been persuaded, and on which I had founded mnch 
of my persuasions, as regarded the im^;ined cause of &e 
Tmiverse — " Mind cannot create, it can only perceive." Ask 
him if he remembers having written it. Of Lamb you know 
my opinion, and you can bear witness to the regret which I 
feit when I learned that the calumny of an enemy had 
deprived me of his society whilst in England. Oilier told me 
that the C^aHerly are going to review me. I suppose it will 
be a pretty ; and, as I am acquiring a taste for 

hnmour and drollery, I confess I am curious to see it. I 
have sent my Prometheus Unbound to P.; if you ask him for 
it, he will show it you. I think it will please you. 

Whilst I went to Florence, Mary wrote, but I did not see 
her letter. — Well, good-by. Next Monday I shall write to 
you from riorence. Love to all. Moat affectionately your 

P. B. S. 
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8, Tork Buildings, New Road, 
2nd DecemJier, 1819. 
Mr DEAR Sbelx-et, bear Friend, — ^What shall I say to you 
for ray long silence ? Ton hare been loading me with letters 
and with honours, and yet I have been looting all the while 
like the most ungrateful person upon earth, I say " looking," 
for I have not really been ao : nor indeed do I snppose, after 
all, that you thought me anything of the sort. Perhaps it 
was in the confidence of knowing othemise that I have 
reposed, if repose it may be called, which repose has been 
none distinguishable in conBcience, pen or limb. But I 
believe there are times when, at the verj moment one's friend 
shows himself the most trusting in us, one does the least on 
that very account, out of a cert^n iiilness and insolence of 
eecutity. Have you ever felt it to be so on these occasions ? 
I hope you have : — but you will understand and fed what I 
mean, if there be any truth in it. I can nevertheleBs assure 
you, my dear friend, that I have been intending, and 
vowing, every day to write to yoti : and nothing would 
have hindered me from doing so every week, but some 
unpleasant matters of business, the conclusion of mj late 
struggles U> settle my difficulties, all about which, and how I 
am mastering them, — for ever, I hope, — I will tell you when 
we meet. What a word that is ! Mind, now, you have put 
that word into my head it will not get out again till we do 
meet. These matters of business, by a singular and regularly 
recurring fatality, took me away from my pen every week on 
the days which I had devoted to the nest week's Indicator. 
The consequence was, that I was obliged to write for my 
Wednesday's paper on Monday and Tuesday, and then I 
regularly repented of not writing to you ; as regularly vowed 
to do so to-day and the other, and as regularly behaved like 

a I leave you to supply the word, for I know it 

will be as kind a one as possible. And yet, in the meantime, 
comes your dedication, and all your kind letters, with all your 
other enclosures. How shall I thank you for that true and 
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cordial boncmr ? — true, I mean, to the height of the sentiment 
of friendship, whatever it nuiy be in regard to the qualities 
for which your flattering hand haa set me on n level with that 
height I scarcely know what I am saying in the extremity 
of pleasare which this testimony of your regard and of my 
sense of your intentions has given me ; but I fei^l as if you hiui 
bound, not only my head, bat my very sou] and body, with" 
laurels. Language is a poor thing sometimes, is it not ? even 
when it may seem, to unyeaming hearts, excessive. I will 
write more speedily, and tell you about your political songs 
and pamphlets, which we must publish. What a delicious 
love song is that yon enclosed I I would put it into the 
Indicator by-and-hy — at present this boldness of benevolence 
must go into the more established Examiner. As to the 
Indicators, I make up my mind that yon and Manna will 
]ikeI2ieni^jfl_tbeyL_lfill-me.Xain..ali.my beat at this work, 
wh ich B PfiCfleds beyond all expectation. There are some 
articles I am sore you will like. I send you as many as the 
Post Office will let me get into one letter ; and, to say the 
truth, you would have bad them before, but I was so poor I 
could not afford the out-post money ; but I shall do very well. 
Ever most affectionately yours, 

Leigh Hckt. 



P.S. — I intended to say so much about Marina's new work 
that I have lefl myself no room for it. I can only say, there- 
fore, at present, that we ore delighted to hear of it, as an 
earnest of fresh comfort to both of you. Kiss my new friend 
for me twenty times, and its mother (Boccaccione volente) 
twenty more; at least if she is violent also. I have altered 
my mind upon reading your delightful song, Shelley, for the 
ninth or tenth time : I shall put it, incontiTimtlt/, into the 
Indicator. Many, many thanks to Marina for her lett«r, which 
Marianne, as well as myself, will answer. 
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To P. B. AsD M. W. Shelley. 

13, Mortimer Terrace, Kentish Ttywn, 
Uh April, 1820. 

Mr QEAB Fbiekss, — How many things have I got to chat 
'with you aboat ; Tot whicli I foresee that not one, nor two, 
nor three letters will aufEce : and as for that matter, all the 
letters that coold paaa to and fro betwixt here and Italy, like 
doves over the water, conld not suffice. Friends, to say all they 
can to each other, must talk and look. Many thanks for Marina's 
Italian letter, which was like a piece of music in pothooka 
instead of croteheta. I will answer it next week by itself. 
Shelley's tragedy is out and flourishing. I recently took, as 
bis friend and representative, congratulations on all ddes, npoa 
the dedication, the prefitce, and the drama. Oilier, who 
thought it would not sell, had to tell Henry Hunt the other 
day, that the first edition had almost all gone off already. 
. . . . What a noble book, Shelley, have you given us t 
What a true, stately, and yet afTectionate mixture of poetry, 
philosophy, and human nature, and horror, and all-redeeming 
sweetness of intention, for there is an undersong of su^estion 
through it all, that sings, as it were, after the storm is over, 
like a brook in April. But you will see what I say about it 
in the next Examiner but one. I gave a brief notice of it two 
or three weeks ago, announcing this longer one, which will 
juBt precede, I hope, the second edition. 

We have had a late spring here ; but it is supposed the 
summer will be the finer for it. The blossoms will not be so 
blighted. The £dds and gardens are full of that exquidte 
young green, crisp and juit^, the quintessence of rain and 
sunshine, which is a beanty I suppose yon will concede us 
even irom the Vale of Amo. By the way, a book has been 
lent me, the pjctnres in which make me think of yon. It is 
a Zife of Boccaccio by a Count Baldelli, containing four 
views of scenery near Florence, places which he haa described 
in the Decameron, and in his young rural novel Ameto, 
which I have the pleasure to have before me also. There is 
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die Talle dl Mngnooe, the Yalle della Doane, the 'ViUa 
Sohiiaaoia, and hia natiTe place Ortaldo. Fray, get the book if 
you can, and let me think I hare the pleasure of looking over 
the plates with you. God bless yon, my dear friends. — 
Tour ever aSectiooate fiiend, 

Leigh Humt. 

To Peect Btsshe Shellet. 

Mortimer Terrace, Kentish Town, 
23rd August, 1820. 
Ah I my dear Shelley, what can I say to yon, especially ailer 
year last letter, for not having written so long 7 I can say 
QOthing but what I have said before, that my head is so con- 
tiniially bruised with work I do not even write to you; and I 
must confess, as I confessed before, that I more especially take 
the liberty with you, because I know yon will bear it ; and I 
muflt add, which I added before, that I know I ought not to 
make this excuse on that very account ; and I must promise 
(" Ah I Hunt, as you promised before") that I will do so no 
longer. Well, I will say no more at present. Hope in me, 
you know, and I shall hope in myself. You wish to hear 
from me about politics. I know you see the Examiner, or I 
should have written about them oilen; albeit, aflcr my 
newspaper work, I am still lesa of Pistol's mind than beibre, 
and do not like to "lay my head in Furies' lap." You 
know the glorions news ihan Spain and Naples, and have 
seen perhaps the edifying note of the Kussian Emperor, upon 
the former subject, as a member of the Holy Alliance. As 
these debuts, whatever diey pretend, will not, and cannot do 
any good to the world, it is advisable that they should espose 
themaelveB as muuh as possible. The Emperor affects to 
sneer, of all other things, at soldiers being concerned in revo- 
lutioQH, which is a foolish thing now-a-daya, and wantiog in 
the common instinct of despotism. He wants the Cortes to 
eat their own words, and declare that Quirc^a and the others 
have done a bad thing, and set a wrong, revolationary 
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example I Toa see how iriglitened these antocrati are at theae 
newsigna of the times. Ho also signiSes his expectation that 
the other allied courts will express themselves like him. 
However, jou will be pleased to hear, that in answer to 
questions from Lord Holland, and Lord John Hussell, on 
Monday, the ministers gave us to understand that thejr did not 
mean to interfere. Probably something like jealousy of 
Russia, OB well as the want of money, has to do with this 
decision; but after all, they must be aware that nothing can 
really stop the progress of feeling in the Peninsula. At 
present, we are all in a pretty turmoil about the Queen. Her 
trial has commenced, and either the evidence against her is 
perjured beyond all the perjury in Italy and Ireland to boot, 
or else she has been playing most princely vagaries indeed. 
They will Aimish, if true, another instance of the tendencies 
of royal^ to subject its unhappy possessors to the groHsest 
self-wills ; so that legitimacy will get nothing by the 
business any way; and if she recriminates, as it is hoped 
and announced she will, it will get still less. The whole 
thing, indeed, will be one of the greatest pushes given to 
declining royalty that the age has seen. The Queen, after 
all, will have been very ill-used, let her have done what she 
may : for her accusers are notoriously as bad ; and it will not 
be one of the least advantages of this trial, whatever disgust 
one must encounter by the way, that people's minds will 
be set thinking [manuscript illegible} questions of justice 
respecting the intercourse of the sexes [manuscript ille^ble] 
to keep them in their view meantime. (I have just this 
minute seen more of the evidence. The witnesses, or rather 
the only one that has yet been examined, is so ready in his 
recoUections of eveiything that tells against the Qneen, and so 
vimted with want of recollection in everything else, that he , 
would upturn at one minute everything he says at another, if 
the character of courts, and their licentiousness, did not 
tell against the present object of tlieir malevolence.) The 
public are likely to be edified in this way for months. In 
addition to the other causes that render the Italian witnesses 
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Biupected, they are Icept cooped up hj the Miniaters in a pluce 
adjoining Weetminster Hall, nnd brought out u they are 
wanted. The Queen attends, on and off: retiring when they 
come to speak of her baths and merrymakings. If her 
pleasures bad been in better taste, the liberal would only 
i^mpathise with her; but theyitalk, or trump up, dlsguBting 
Btories of her coaraencBS, — her retiring with Bergami before a 
■hip's crew, looking at the indecent exhibitions of buffoons, 
&c, Lucrezia Borgia was hardly worse, according to their 
account You may look upon the British public, at present, 
as constantly occupied in reading trials for adultery. How 
you delight me with what you say of the Indicator ! I hope 
you will like the succeeding papers as well. I hare now 
nearly completed a volume,' and speculate upon writing three 
at least, if my health will hold oat. I have wanted booka 
terribly, but I am now going to read at the British Museum. 
We drink tea this evening with the Gisbomes. Mr. Gisbome 
ia placidity personified. He seems born to wear a meek great- 
coat, dp tea in Bummer time, and agree with one's argaments. 
Whe&er it is ou this latter account I know not, but he appeara 
more knowing at bottom than he appean atfirst. There is an 
exquisite reasonableness in him. Mrs. Gisbome has & sweet 
Toice, which drops an Italian word, now and then, deliciously. 
There is something to me very pleauant about her mouU), 
though they tell me it is not handsome; and she appears 
sensitive and intelligent. She must have been a nice malleable 
person when young ; and now she is not to be called old or 
unimpressible. Many, many kind remembrances to Marina, 
who, I fear, thinks proper to give me to understand that she 
foists me ; but she doesn't : I am sure she ought not, for I 
think of her oitou and oiten. — Ever your affectionate friend, 
Leioh HnST, 

F.S. — ^Lord Byron, they say, came to town on Saturday, 
with a packet for the Queen. I know not whether he will 
temd to me, and I delay going to him ; so between both, per- 
haps, neither wiU be done. Ton will see that I made an 
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Indicator oat of the MS. about the CeruH, aa a preface to 
what I said of your noble plaj- Marianne's love. We are 
all well for bouaewives, and anthors, and people that cannot 
have their way when diey onght. 

I have joBt seen the Frometheut. Wbat noble tilings in it ! 
What grand lines and sfTefitdonate iboaghta ! But it ia liable 
Ui some of the objections against the Sevott of Islam. Keals, 
who is better, is sensible of yonr kindness, and has sent yoa 
a letter and a fine piece of poetry by the Gisbomes. He is 
advised to go to Borne, bnt will rail on yon in the spring. 

Fbok Peect BrssHE Shelley. 

IPiia} nth NooaiAer, 1820. 

Mt best MlRiANHE, — I am delighted to bear that yon com- 
plain of me for not writing to yon, althongh I have much 
mcse reaaon to complain of yon for not writing to me. At 
least it promises me a letter firom yon, and yon know with 
what pleasnre we receiTC, and with what anxiety we expect 
intelligenoe from you — almost the only friends who now 
remain to us. 
' I am afraid that the strict system of expense to which yon 
are limited annoys yon all very much, and that Hunt's health 
soffers both from that and from the incredible exerticoiB which 
I see by the Indicators and the Exarmners that he ia making. 
Would to Heaven that I had the power of doing you some 
good ! but when yoa are sure that the wish is sincere, the 
bare expreaaion of it may help to cheer yoo. 

The Giabomea are arrived, and have brought news of yon, 
and aome boots, the prinwpal part of which, however, are 
yet to arrive by sea. Eeata's new volume has arrived to na, 
and ihe fragment called Hyperion promises for him that he is 
destined to become one of the first writers of the age. His 
other things are imperfect enough, and, what ia worse, written 
in the bad sort of style which ia becoming jkahionable among 
those who fancy that th(y are imitating Hunt and W(wda- 
worth. Bat of all theae things nothing ia worse than , 
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in spits of Hunt's extracting the only good stanzas, with his 
nsoal good nature. Indeed / ought not to compluin of Hunt's 
good nature, for no one owes so much to It. la not the 
Tulgaritj of these wretched imitations of Lord Byron carried 
to a pitdt of the sublime ? His indecencies, t<}0, both against 
sexual nature, and against human nature in general, sit very 
awkwardly upon him. He only affects tlie libertine : be is, 
really, a very amiable, friendly, and agreeable man, I hear. 
But J8 not this monstrous 7 In Lord Byron all this has an 
analogy viQi the general system of his character, and the wit 
and poetiy which surround hide with their light the darkness 
of the thing itself. They contradict it even ; they prove that 
die strength and beaaty of homan nature can aarriTe and 
conquer all that appears most inconmstent with it But for a 
writer to be at once filthy and doll is a crime against gods, 
men, and columns. For Heaven's sake do not show this to 
any one but Hont^ £>r it would irritate the wa^'s nest of the 
irritable race of poets. 

Where is Eeats now7 I am anzioosly expectiag him iu 
Italy, when I shall take care to bestow eveiy possible atten~ 
tioa on him. I conader his a moat valuable life, and I am 
deeply interested is his safety. I intend to be the physician 
both of hifl body and bis soul, to keep the one warm, and to 
teach the other Greek and Spanish. I am anare, indeed, in 
part, that I am nourishing a rival who will Sir surpass 
me ; and this is an additional motive, and will be an added 
pleasure. 

We are at this moment removing from tlie Bagni to Pisa, 
for the Sercliio has broken its banks, and all the country 
about is under wat^r. An old friend and fellow- townsman 
of miae, Captain Medwin, is on a visit to us at present, and 
we aozionsiy expect Keats, to whom I would write if I knew 
where to address. 

Adieu, my dear Marianne. Write soon ; kiss aU the babes 
jbr me, and tell me news of them, and give my love to Bessy 
and Hunt. — Yours ever afiecticnately, 

P. B. Shxllbt. 
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From llAar Shellet. 

[Pisa'] 29th December, 1820. 

. . . . He [Shelley] has written a long poem [Me 
EpipsycUidlon], which no one has ever read, and like the 
illoBtrious Sotherby, gives the law to a few diatinguished 
Blues of Pisa. W^ good-night ; to-morrow I will finish 
my letter and talk to you about our unlortunate young fiiend, 
Emilia Viviani.* 

It is grievous to see this beautiful girl wearing out the best 
years of her life in an odious convent, where both mind and 
body are sick from want of the appropriate exercise for each. 
I think she has great talent, if not genius; or if not an internal 
foimtaiu, how could she have acquired the mastery she has of 
her own language, which she writes so beauli&Ily, or those 
ideas which liit her so far above the rest of the Italians. She 
has not studied much, and now hopeless from a five years' 
confinement, everything disgusts her, and she looks witli 
hatred and distaste even on the alleviations of her situation. 
Her only hope is in a marriage which her parents tell her is 
concluded, although she has never seen the person intended 
for her. Nor do I think the change of dtuation will be much 
for the better, for he is a younger brother, and will live in 
the house with his mother, who they say is molta secanfe. 
Yet she may then have the free use of her limbs ; she may 
then be able to walk out among the fields, vineyards, and 
woods of her country, and see the mountains and the aky, 
and not be as now, a dozen steps to the right, and then back 
to the lefl another dozen, which is the longest walk her con- 
vent garden affords, and that, you may be sure, she is very 
seldom tempted to take 



* Ttie lady to whom Epipiychidim it addressed. 
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To Pebcy Btsshe Shellet. 



Vale of Health, JTampatead, 
lit March, 1821. 

Mt dearest Friend, — Wliea you hear that this week has 
been the first m which I have written any politics ia the 
Examner, or anything but paragraphs in the Indicator, for 
three or four months, yon will hold me more excused than 
I am to myself for not writing sooner to Italy. I have 
indeed had a hard bout of it this time ; and if the portrait 
you have with you sympathised with my tippearance, like those 
magic glasses in romance, the patience you found in it oi^t 
at least to look twice as great, and the cheeks twice as smalL 
Tou know how the pressure which was leil upon me, and my 
wish not to trouble my fiieuds again, or rather to do them 
JDsdce «ad myself the proper good, induced me to double my 
writing and set up the Indicator. Unluckily my anxiety had 
not strengthened me for the task; my animal spirits, however, 
revived, especially with the success of the work ; but again 
I did a very ijwlish thing — I neglected my exercise, and was 
obliged occasionally to recruit myself with wine. I could not 
treat myself thus artificially, while I was drawing so constantly 
upon my faculties, for nothing. Exhaustion tempted me into 
excitement ; excitement and work threw me back again into 
exhaustion ; and at last I seemed as if I were going to break 
up at once, body and mind. Luckily, I retained a saving 
knowledge as to the mode of cure. With the necessity of 
leaving off feverish stimulants, came a greater necessity of 
patting myself in motion. The more I exercised, the more 
I removed the natural indolence of ray former stal« of health; , 
and though I have gone through pangs infernal in the process, 
and been oUiged, whenever I was not on my feet, to sit, with 
as stony a patience as I could get into, and let melancholy 
crumble away my cheeks, yet the persevering all the whilb in 
as natural a mode of living as poauble, not only helped me to 
keep a glimpse of hope in my eyes, but has at last, I think, 
put me into a more promieitig state of health than I have 

TOL. I. 11 
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enjoyed a long while. I am sufficiently nervotiB still; I slioulcl 
be BO even witii the reccUection of the ideas that hare gona, 
through mj head ; but they ore diminiahing daily ; I again 
begin to enjoy intervals of forgetfulneaa to everything but my 
books and the trees; what hurt my health did no injury to 
my finances, and though they suffered by my leaving off" 
writing bo long, you need have no anxiety on that score. Tou 
will be sorry to hear that my brother has been found "guilty"' 
of standing by the constitution, by a ministerial jury ; but yoa 
will be refreshed at hearing that I, .had. for some time with- 
drawn from the proprietorship of the.pa^er by his particular- 
wish, in order that Government might not be able to imprison 
both of us at once. I consented at last ^vith the less scruple, 
not only because my health was the more precarious, but 
because my brother's nameis obliged to be at the bottom of 
the paper aspriuler, and printers, though not editors, are 
indictable7 like proprietors. Unfortunately, my brother him- 
self has had a severe illness, but he got better in time to 
make an admirable defence, which you will see in tJie 
Examiner, together with the strong effect it had on the 
jury. We have two grounds also fur hoping a new trial, 
and at aU events do not expect that his imprisonment will 
be long, as the Government, however savage, are wi lling \t> 
: get what popularity they can just now, and there is a corona- 
ls tion coming. Tou must excuse a letter all about myself, 
after the one I have just received from you ; and not only eOr 
but Marina must forgive me for not having answered hers. 
I engage to write her the first one I send forth beyond the 
size of a note, and I trust she will not expect it the less early 
or the leas kindly for my not promising any particular day - 
for it. I send her as many kisses as she would put up wilji 
from a sick fiioe, and those, I know. Would be not a few, 
were it for nothing but aick friendship's sake. Do you hear 
that, dear Mary ? and will you, or Shelley, write me another 
letter beforehand to tell me how you are 7 Marianne used 
to come behind me and put an Italian letter before my eyes, 
ss a charm to take the jaimdice out of them. And yet I 
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Well, no matter. You see what it ia to have an impudent 
fellow for a triead, who reckons on his being pardoned ; but 
I hope to mend all my nngrateful faults with my health. 
Not a word of review have I written yet upon Fromethens 
Unioutid, but I must Bay for myself that it was out of a 
oonsciousneBs that I should have to go at length into it, and 
so a fear to begin, that I delayed so long; not forgetting, 
however, that I did not expect to be able to make so abstract 
and odi-profanvm a poem at aU recommendable to readers 
in general ; but it ought to have had my homage at all 
events, and so should the divine Ode on the Skylark: — 

" am^ov Jtoi jmjviv atX iipov." 

Poor Keats I have you yet heard of him 7 They send 
word from Rome that he is dying ; and he is so fearfully 
senBitive he cannot even bear to receive news from England : 
but I hope to the last, especially as I have seen remarkable 
recoveries in consumptive cases. I must leave off. My 
head began reeling in the middle of the last page. — Tour 
afiectionate 

Leigh Hd»t. 



To P. B. and M. W. Shellet. 

Vale of Health I Sampstead, 
10th Jidy, 1821. 
Mt deaxsst FBtEHDS, — I kuow not what you must think of 
me for not having heard Irom me sooner, but could I suppose 
yoa capable of any anger with me, it would all vanish if you 
could see my face. Many do not know me at first sight, I am - 
grown so thin and gaunt. I .began, imla^agaiu only last ■ 
week, after a l apse of m onths, and this, too, on account of J 
my brother B anxiety for th e 'E^AtM^ji'S^^ has been / 
lamentwbiyTaiiuig off. I was obliged to giY£.iqi the Indicator 
long; ago, after' Laving almost died over th^ jitter numbers. I- 
It has not hnrTme so much as T expected; but, eick or well, 
I could not write at all, and not write to yon; and so I 
U— a 
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thou^t it beet to say Bomething, at taij rate, leat, in the 
wish to send yon a long letter, and the continued inability to 
do Eo, it should be put ofi* any longer. I need not tell you 
that it is our honesty which has injured our paper, particularly 
upon the occasion of Carlisle's trial, and public occurrences 
of a aimilar nature. Oura is almost the only journal that is 

I not either dotard or hypocrite on such matters; and we could 
not have been treated with more spite and revenge, in some 
respects, if we had been Jesus himself cotne upon earth 

^ again, unknown to his would-be Christians. This is by no 
means, however, the main cause of my illness, but orer- 
excitement, resulting from eedentaiy labour in general ; and 
to add to our distress, my brother has been seriously ill for 
some time before he went to prison, and we have had nothing 
but illness in our family ever since. I came to get well in 
our little packing-case here, dignified wifli the title of house. 
I had no sooner seen the children safe through the measles, 
than the scarlet fever made its appearance ; and poor little 
Mary, the gayest of the gay, and one of the most patient of 
the sick, has jnst been moaning here by the side of her 
mother and myself, as she has done lor two days and nights, 
in pains of inflammatory fever and rheumatism. NoUiing 
can exceed Marianne's care and activity, and never had she 
greater demands upon her spirit. It is but a few hours since 
the 6aJy was all but given over by the doctor, in strong fits ; 
and she was from one room to the other, with her ghoat of a 
husband flitting about her, and scarcely giving herself time 
to wipe her tears. But why do I write all this to you — to 

' Marina above all ? . It is, I believe, because I feel we have a 
common stock in trouble as well as joy ; and, after a certain 
filling of one's cup, it becomes even refreshing to the heart 
to bathe in its overflowings. But you must imagine me a 
very patient person, nevertheless, I beg you, and a very 
magnanimons, who sticks to his proieteioa of cultivating 
hope. It is seldom diat I afibrd mykelf tears; and then only 
in company. I will write you the rest to-morrow. I am 
not weeping. 
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11th Jttly. 
Uaiy is out of clanger. How great a thing a single joy 
is, and how it seems to swallow up, for the time, all oae's 
sorrows I I must tell you a circumstance that does honour 
not only to the physician, but to t]ie courtier. Sir William 
Knighton, who, since he attended ua in our bridal days, has 
been appointed private physician and secretary to the King, 
came &om Carttoa House last night, at twelve o'clock, to see 
our little girl. You remember a good deed of his before, 
Shelley. You see he taa not forgotten his practice. A little 
while ago he beitirred himaelf and saved a girl's life for 
killing ber bastard child. The coming to see an old patient 
does not Beem much ; but it is a good deal, if you knew what 
poor creatoieB royal persons can be even in these as well as 
loftier matters. Thomas Moore told me that, when he was 
at a Tout once, where the King, then Prince Eegent, was 
present, the latter cast an evil eye on every person that 
accosted the author of the Twopenny Post Bag. " You may 
depend upon it," said Moore, " he would cut every one of 
those persons, if he knew him." Many thanks for your Greek 
news; but though it was. pleasant to receive it from your 
mouth, or have it over again in your society, we had got 
it before. Nothing is bo expeditious as the long feelers of 
avarice. The people on 'Change, I believe, hear the news 
before anybody else even in Crim Tartary. Marianne begs 
me to frame for her some decent excuses for not having 
sooner sent ont to you, I have Boondalously nibbed my pen 
with Shelley's all-accomplished penknife for weeks and weeka; 
and then Marianne and I look at each other and shake our 
heads, and think you the kindest and ourselves the most 
shamefiil people on earth. " And yet," she adds, " I have 
some excuses too, considering;" and so she has. Have 
patience, and we will send you all. The next time you 
write, pray tell us, as you did once before, how you pass 
your time daily. We feel more with you when we know 
what you are about at stated times. How I regretted I could 
not use the story which Marina sent me ; but it was a cordial 
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Bent to a dead man — the Indicator had long expired. Shelley 
has heard, I euppoBe, by thb time, that the young bookseller 
who published hia Queen Mah without leave has been pro- 
secuted by the Society for Vice. We all told him he would, 
and I was doubly glad that I had refused him the use of a 
copy for hia purpose ; for I had no right, of courae, to do 
Buch a thing \Tithotit Shelley's leave, and concluded, upon the 
whole, he would not like. Indeed, when I found that the 
work was out, I felt remorse at not having interfered more 
actively. Tou may have heard also that Hazlitt, afVer his 
usual fashion towards those whom he likes, and gets impa- 
tient with, has been attacking Shelley, myself, and everybody 
eine, the public included, though there his liking stops. I 
wrote him an angry letter about S. — the first one I ever did ; 
and I beUeve he is aorry : but this ia hia way. Next week, 
perhaps, he will write a panegyric upon him. He says that 
Shelley provokes him by his going to apeT^icious extreme on 
the liberal side, and hq hurting it. I asked him what good 
he would do the said side by publicly abusing the aupportera 
of it, and caricaturing them ? To this he answers nothing. 
I told him I would not review his book, aa I must quarrel 
with him publicly if I did so, and bo hurt the cause further. 
Besides, I was not going to give publicity to his outrages. 
I was sorry for it on every account, because I really believe 
Hazlitt to be a disiutercsted and suffering man, who feela 
public calamities as other men do private ones; and &is ia 
perpetually redeeming him in my eyes. I told him so, aa 
well aa some other things; but you sliali see onr correspon- 
dence by and by. Did Shelley ever cut him up at Godwin's 
table ? Somebody says so, and that this is the reason of 
Hazlitt's attack. I know that Hazlitt does pocket up wrongs 
in this way, to draw them out again some day or other. He 
says it is the only comfort which the friends of his own cause 
leave him. I tell this to you, Shelley, with the lesa scruple, 
because I know you will not revenge yourself. I reckon 
Upon your leaving your peraonal battles to me. God bless you, 
ye two oceanic personages, Concliiglioao and Marina. I long 
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to come over the sea to jon, id spite of my weary wings; 
but it cannot be. Do not think much of my morbid style. 
I know it id a trick of Bucb illneas as mine, and verily believe 
alb^ether I am getting better. Erer your most affectionate 
^^"^ Leioh Ram. 

To Pebct ErssHE Shellet. 

Sampttead, 28fA Augtist, 1821. 
Mt deabest Shellkv, — ^I would come U> yon instantly, and 
do not Bay that I shall not come Xa you before long; but 
there are obstacles, at present, which you are not aware of. 
My life, however, in every point of view, seems the main 
thing; and if I do not continue to mend (as I am now doiag), 
if I cannot write without again driving the blood to my head, 
and the winter or the autmrm produces effects upon me 
which I dread, you may look upon it as certain that I shall 
«ome. It was what I should have longed to do, and have 
ofien spoken of as a beautiful impossibility ; but your friend- 
ship has put it in my power ; and, mind, if I do not get rid 
<£ my deadly symptoma, if they come upon me again and 
threaten to do away the only use of my remaining, I shall 
come to you and your fine climate as " my friend and my 
physician." The summer-time which we have had since I 
wrote has already shown me what a good-natured sky can do 
for maladies like mine ; and the occasional returns of clond 
and rain luve also shown me what I have still to fear from a. 
change of seaaon. But you talk of the Examiner. Alas ! my 
dear friend, the whole difficulty lies there. It had got to so 
low a pitch, and my absence reduced it to me so much lower, 
that we feared for its very existence, and upon this depends 
Dot only my family, but my brother's. Judge what I felt, 
seeing him, too, at the same time suffering in his health from 
anxiety, and cast iato a prison for his honest indignation. 
Judge, also, what I most feel on the other side, when my 
retur n, j oined with the late interesting public circumstances, 
appears to have brought back some hundred of our readers. 
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To keep tliese is our present object; and, thank Heavea, I 
Lave been able to work for that purpose. If we lose readers 
down to a certain point (to which we were-jast approaching), 
the paper does not pay Its own ixpeaaea. All that we gain 
above tJiat point is sheer profit ; and, therefore, every gain is 
enconraging. I need not say what I have saffered in money 
matters. Your kindness guesses it but too well. Bat I have 
lived with anch economy, volnntary as well as involuntary, 
that as soon as I have paid off what I am every week paying 
off, I shall be much easier again, and my friends need be 
under no concern for any more extra embarrassment, pro- 
vided we can keep up the paper. Now, at present, it seems 
necessary for that purpose tLat I should be on the spot If 
the paper were going on swimmingly, the very reputation of 
doing so would have too good an effect eveu upon our 
" liberal " readers — 1 mean tLoso who would not wait till I 
was well enon^ to amnae .them again. I could then write 
from Italy on general subjfitts,. and even furnish a letter 
every week upon my journey there, the state of the country, 
&o. And, perhapg, I might do this with impunity now; but 
there are subji;cta starting up every day, which the public 
are interested in seeing handled in a piquant manner; and 
though my brother would he the first to say to me " Go," if 
he thought it necessary for my health, I know he is extremely 
anziouB that I should notice as many of these instantaneous 
matterB as possible; and, remember, I should leave him in 
prison. He has been there now three months, and has got 
nine more. His health has wonderiiilly mended since the 
, paper did. Tou may imagine that it has been of no dis- 
service to mine; which was the more luc^, inasmuch as we 
have had nothing but illness in our house for the whole of 
that period. First, all the children, but John, had the 
measles; then he came home, and they all had fevers ba 
Swinburne and Percy; then John fell ill again with an un~ 
usual disease, for a child — a violent pleurisy; out of which 
ha rose last week. We are going to send him to Ireland, to 
Mr. Edgewtdtb, Miss E.'s brother, who keeps a sort of pet 



.i,Cooi^lc 



1831.3 OUT OF PBBOX. 169 

ticbool, wljeie he brings up tLe boys himself aflcr a. very 
reasonable TaBhion, for 25^ a year each. I was delighted to 
Lear that you meant to do honour to poor Keats, and ehall 
take care to notice it pubhcly without loss of time. Sickncf b, 
and the conBciousness of being unable to let the reader into 
your PTOmetheus without saying a good deal, has hitherto 
prevented my noticing that at all ; for which I feel due 
, remorse; and it was not till tiie other day that I waa aware 
of the existence of the [MS. illegible], which OlUer has 
nerer sent me. I shall make up for both these n^lects in my 
SketcktB of the Living Poets, which I am now writing in the 
Examiner. I give a Uttle biographical sketch of each, aa well 
as a criticism. Will you oblige me by sending me a few 
dates and mechanical matters, such as birth, parentage, and 
education ? You know how I can do justice to all the rest. 
I took an opportunity, a few weeks back, of mentioning you 
in one of my political articles, in company with Hazlitt, and 
in such a way as showed how I valued your heart and genius, 
as well as his talents. It was nothing of a comparison. I 
was only mentioning the authors who would and who would 
not be in a new Literary Hoyal Academy which they talk of 
getting up. But those who know Hazlitt's book (not a great 
many, for he is not popular) will see how little effect these 
idle fightings irith his side of the question have upon u». 
As to the rest, if he attacks you again, I have told him in so 
many words that he must expect me to be his public anta- 
gonist. But I think it pretty cert^n that he will not, and that, 
if he speaks of you again, it will even be in another manner. 
The way in which you talk of him was just what I expected 
of you. Bessy bega her kindest remembrance. Say for me 
all the kind thinga in the world to Marina. I saw Horace 
Smith before he left ns for Italy, but he slipped from me 
without letting me know when I could see him again, which 
he promised. Tell him, tn revenge, that we canght the 
scarlet fever of him, and that, perhaps, we shall bring it him 
back again in Tuscany. All good things bless and preserve 
you 1 Leigh HnsT. 
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From Pebct Btsshb Sbellet.* 

Pisa, 26th August, 1821. 

Mt dearest Friend, — Since I last inxit« to you, I have 
been on a visit to Lord Byron at RnTenna. The result of this 
Tint was a determinatioa, on bis part, to come and live at 
Pisa ; and I have taken the finest palace on t]ie Lung* Amo 
ibr him. But the material part of my visit consists in a 
message which he desirea me to give you, and which, I think, 
onght to add to your determination — for such, a one I hope 
you have formed— of restaring your shattered health and 
spirits by a migration to these " regions mild of calm and 
serene air." 

He proposes that you ehould come out and go shares villi 
him and me, in a periodical work, to be conducted here; in 
whicb each of the contracting parties should publish all their 
original compoaitions and share the profits. He proposed it 
to Mcore, but for some reason it was never brought to bear. 
There can be no doubt that tbeprofils of any scheme in which 
yon and I^ord Byron engage, must, from various, yet co- 
operating reasons, be very great. As for mjseif, I am for 
the present only a sort of link between yon and him, until 
yoa can know each other, and effectuate the arrangement; 
since (to entrust you with a secret which, for your sake, I with- 
hold from Lord Byron) nothing would induce me to share in 
the profits, and still less, in the borrowed splendour of such 
a partnership. You and he, iii different manners, wonid be 
equal, and would bring, in a different manner, but in the 
same proportion, equal etocis of reputation and sncceae. 
Do not let my frankness with you, nor my behef that you 
deserve it more than liord Byron, have the effect of' 
deterring you from asaumiog a. station in modem literature 
which the universal voice of my contemporaries forbids 
me either to Btooj or to aspire to. I tun, and I desire to be, 
nothing. 

* LtUtrafran Italy. 
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I did not aak. Lord Byron to aa^t me in aendiag & remit- 
tanee for your jonniey; because there are men, however 
excellent, from whom we would nerer receive an obligation, 
in the worldly sense of the word ; and I am as jealous for my 
jriend ae for myself But I EUppoae that I shall at last make 
up an impudent 6ioe, and a^ Horace Smith to add to the 
many obligations be bas conferred on me. I know I need 
only aak. 

I think I have never told you how very much I like your 
Amyntas; it almost reconciles me to translationa. In another 
sense I still demur. You might have written another such a 
poem as the Nymphs, with no access of efforts. I am full of 
Ibonghts and plans, and aboold do something, if the feeble 
and irritable frame which incloses it waa wilhng to obey the 
spirit. I fancy that then. I should do great things. Before 
this you will have seen Ado/iais. Lord Byron, 1 sappose 
from modesty, on accomit of hie being mentioned in it, did 
not say a word of Adonait, though he was load in his praise 
of Prometheut, and, what you will not agree with him in, 
censure of the Ctnei. Certainly, if Torino Faltero is a 
drama, the Cenci is not — but that between ourselves. Lord 
Byron is reformed, as fer as gaOantry goes, and lives with 
a. beautiful and eentimental Italian lady, who is as much 
attached to him as may be. I trust greatly to big interconne 
with you, for his creed to become as pure as be thinks bis 
conduct is. He has many generous and eiialted qualities, but 
the canker of aristocracy wants to be cut out. 

To M. W. Sbellet. 

7(A September, 1821. 
Mt CGAB IjABr, — Pray ihant Shelley, or rather do not, 
for that kind part of bis offer relaling to the espenaes. I find 
I have omitted it ; but the instinct that led me to do so, is 
more honourable to him than thanks. I hope you think so. 
As this letter has been delayed a few days since I wrote it, 
I have had a specimen of the autumnal change of weather, 
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and Bssnre jon it has not leascned raj wish to be ia Italy. 
That ever the time should come, when I bad such an offer to 
visit the coontiy of Petrarch and Boccaccio, and think of 
revising it I But so it ia: and here is a glimpse of eanshioe 
jvist burst out as if to coax me into contentment. All sorts of 
lore to yon. — Tour affectionate friend, 

Leiqh Hunt. 



To P. B. and M. W. Sbellet. 

Hiwtpttead, 21s( September, 1821. 
Mr DBAKEST Friends, — We are coming. I feel the autamn 
GO differently ^m the summer, and the accounts of tlie 
cheapness of living and education at Fiea are so inviting, 
that Tvhat with your kind persuasions, the proposal of Lord 
Byron, aad last, be sure not least, _&e hope of sedng you 
again and trying to get m^ h^lth..haGk. jn .your so<dety, my 
ji roth erjts well as myself think I had better go. We hope to 
set off in a month irom the date of this letter, not Hkiiig to 
delay our preparation till we hear from you again, on account 
of the approach of winter; so about the 21st of October 
we shall aU set off, myself, Marianncj and the six children. 
With regard to the proposed publication of Lord B., about 
which you talk so modestly, he has it in his power, I believe, 
to set up not only myself and family in our finances again, 
but one of the beat-hearted men in the world, my brother 
and his. I allude, of course, to the work in which he pro- 
poses me to join him. I feel with you, quite, on the other 
^ point, as r always lave. I agree to his proposal with the leas 
yi.^ scruple, because I have had a good de al of esper ience in 
I periodical writing, and know what tbe getting up of the 
I machine Yeqiiires, as weir as the soul of it. You see I am 
[ not so modest as you are by a great deal, and do not mean to 
let you be so either. What? Are there not three of UB? 
And ought we not to have as much strength and variety aa 
possible? We will divide the world between us, like the 
Triumvirate, and yoa shall be the sleeping partner, if yoa 
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will ; onlj it Bball be with a Cleopatra, and your dreaiDS eliall 
be vorth the giving of kingdoms. The Gisbornea t«ll me of 
a fine new novel of Marina's, wbicb I long to see. There is 
Bometbing extremely interesting in having a lady's novel in 
sheets, and not the less so, because thwe is masculine work as 
well as feminine ; for a novel of hers will have plenty of both, 
I know. Ton may imagine how we talked with the Gis- 
bornea, of Italy. It was nothing but a catechieni about beef, 
salad, oil, and education, all day long. But the money, 
Shelley? Tou teU me you have "secured" it, and I need 
not say (sorry as I am for that "need not," knowing your 
Decesffltiea to be only less than mine), that I cannot do with- 
out your kindnesa in this respect. I fear, however, by what 
you say of Horace S. that your security ia stronger in love 
and faith than matter of feet; but I must not wait to hear 
from you again, if I can help it. I shall do my best, ivith 
my brother's help, to ruse the money, and have an impudent 
certainty that you will help me oot with the return of it. 
God bleas you. I could write sheets, in spite of a head 
btirning already with writing, but.I must not do it, especially 
ae I mean to get up a good deal of matter during the month 
to famish articles for- the paper during the journey. The 
journey too I Which is that to be, by land or water 7 We 
have not settled yet, but we are making all sorts of inquiries, 
and talking of nothing else but Italy, Italy, Italy; where we 
soon hope to grasp the hands of the best friends in the world. 
—Your affectionate, 

Leigh Huht. 

Blachaall, 16(A November, 1821. . 
Deasest Friehos, — Here we are in the river Thames, and 
the brig Jane, Captwn Whitney, bound direct for Leghorn. 
We should have sent you notice last week, but you requested 
us to be particular as to the time of sailing, and the captain, 
after tantalising us with the usual delays, gave us the call in 
a hurry. I cannot write much, my bead being made already 
giddy with letters, and even with the motion of the vessel, 
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gadh fresh-water Bailors are we ; but I muat sny, as Bome 
remote Iiint to an excuse, that there is a gale of wind which 
would have shown stouter heads sport out at sea, snd the 
weather affects me as well as other things. We are all, how- 
ever, remarkably well considering, e«{>eciallyas poor Marianne 
(you will b% sorry to beat) waa most tmfortonately seized 
with a throwmg-up of blood a fortnight ago, and has just got 
out of bed to come away. But the doctor says ehe is doing 
as well as can be expected, and that such a voyage is tlie best 
thing in the world for her. Yon say, Shelley, you thank me 
for coming. The pleasure of bdng obliged by those we love 
is BO great that I do not wonder you continue to muster up 
some obligation to me ; bat if you are obliged, how much am 
I? Tour own heart must tell you, for I cannot. We are 
delighted to hear of Mary's good spirits; but did not I detect 
ber lurking faculty of giggle at the theiitre, when she sat 
shaking her white shoulders at " Master Launcelot ?" The 
hope of adding to her stock, and to yours, is (I need not tell 
you) one of the greatest I have in coming; so G-od bless yoa 
till we arriye, and are all comforts to cme another. — ^Yonr 
affectionate friends, 

Leioh Hdnt. 

Mabiahms. 

The children all call out to me to send their love. Marina 
says she grows younger. I wish I could say as much for my- 
self. I am at least a dozen years older than when I saw you 
last; but I hope to rejuvenise a little in Italy. 

Samsgate, 6tA December, 1821. 
Deahest Friehcs, — Is not this monetrouB? The 6th of 
December, and not yet got away from the coast ! We were 
obhged to put in here from the Downs yesterday fortnight, 
owing to contrary winds, and a whole week after going aa 
board, and here have we been kept by the same winds ever 
since. Our captain is prudent, or he would hare gone out of 
harbour, and been obliged to come back again two .or three 
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times over, as eome otihers have done : so that we dare not 
tmet the weathercock now, though it has been poiutiog all 
da^ to a iavonrable quarter, and the captain eaja he will be 
off to-morrow, if it remains. I fear I have to reproach my- 
self with not iTiiting to yon sooner about this ddaj. I fear 
that yon will fear; e^»ecialty as Shelley told us of eome 
happy person who was blown to Lrghom in little more than a 
fortnight. The mate tells me that he himself went from 
Liverpool to Naples in nineteen days. Bat these are blasts 
irom heaven. The average passage is five weeks, sometimes 
six or seven, and it has been known to be twelve; so if we 
still happen to be a good while, yon must not be alarmed out 
of proportion. A little reasonable anxiety such as is amiable, 
and will make all our faces still lighter when we meet, I allow 
yoQ. Alas I I am joking here with great pains in the hypo- 
chondrieB, and with poor Marianne subject tospitticg blood — 
an evil that came npon her only a few weeks before setting 
ont, and which perhaps she might have eluded had the captain 
sailed as he originally promised us. But we hope much, 
ii^eed everything, from the South, and loi^ to be tossing and 
rolling off the west of Portugal, though we have already 
found that the sea has its " nervous bores," Marina, as well 
as the Alps. AAer waiting in harbour to no purpose day 
after day, we thought it as well to re&esh ourselves with a 
bed on shore, but we scarcely settled, and got two or three 
dehcioue flat chairs to rest upon, when wo were caUed off 
^pun. God blesa you, dear, dear friends. We endeavour to 
bear all as we ought to do in the hope of embracing you 
shortly. — ^Ever, ever your affectionatfi friend, 

Leiqh Edht, 

(JPott Office), I>arfmoutk, Glh Jamtari/, 1822. 
Well, dearest friends, this letter will be a heavy disappoint- 
ment to you, as the cause of it has been to us. The wind 
was fair the day before yesterday; the captain waited Ms 
twenty-four hours, and we were all prepared to sail again 
with a promise of excellent weather (which has lasted), when 
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Harionne fell m ill, that it was quite impoBedblc to move her, 
and the ahip — the Bhi[>~-htts sailed withoat us ! I can hardly 
forbear from tears while I write this ; but it could not be 
helped. Marianiie, though we could tell from other effects 
upoD her that the eea, of itself, benefited her, vias so Bhaken 
by the fnghts and the dangers she underwent during an extra- 
ordinary season of storms (BoScient, accordiiig to their own 
confession, to shake the oldest marinerB), that when we again 
came to depart, her feaie for her husband and children com- 
pletely overpowered her, and she fell into an alarming state of 
weakness taid light-headedness, throwing up more blood than 
before. . . . — Your most affectionate friend, 

Leioh Hour. 



Fcou K. W. Shellet. 

5th March, 1822. 
Mt dearest Marianne, — I hope that this letter will find 
you quite well, recovering from your serere attack, and look- 
ing towards your haven Italy with best hopes. 1 do indeed 
believe that you will find a relief here from your man? 
English cares, and that the winds which waft you will sing 
the reqiuem to all yoar ills. It. was indeed tmfortunate that 
yon encountered such weather on the very threshold of your 
joomey, and as the wind howled through the long night how 
often did I think of you I At length it seemed as if we should 
never, never meet ; but I will not give way to such a presen- 
timent. We enjoy here divine weather. The sua hot, too 
hot, with a Ireshneas and clearness in the breeze that bears 
with it all the delights of spring. The hedges are budding, 
and you should see me and my friend Mrs. Williams poking 
about for violets by the mdes of dry ditches; she being 



Testerday, a countryman seeing our dilemma, Mnoe the 
ditch was not quite dry, insisted on ga&ering them for us, and 
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when vre resisted, saying that vie had no quattrini (f. e. 
farthings, being the generic name for all monej), he indig- 
nantly exclaimed, " Oh ! se lo faccio per interesae I " How 
I wish you were with us in our rambles. Our good cavaliers 
flock together, and as they do not like fetching a walk with the 
abswrd womankind, Jane (i. e. Mrs. Williams) and I are off 
together, and talk morality and pluck violets by the way, I 
look forward to many duets with this lady and Hunt. She 
has a very pretty voice, and a taste and ear for music which 
is ahnoat miraculoua. The harp ja Ler faTOUrite instrument ; 
but we have none, and a veiy bad jnauo; however, as it is, 
we pass very pleasant evenings, though I can hardly bear to 
hear her sing " Donne romore ; " it transports me bo entirely 
back to your little parlour at Hampstead — and I see the 
piouo, the bookcase, the prints, the casts — and hear Mary's 
far haha-a! 

We are in great uncertainty as to where we shall spend the 
summer. There is a beautiiul bay about fiffy miles oS*, and 
as we have resolved on the sea, S. bought a boat. We wished 
very much to go there ; perhi^s we shall stiH, but as yet we 
can find but one house ; but as we are a colony, " which 
moves altogether or not at all," we have not yet made up our 
minds. The apartments which we have prepared for you in 
Lord B.'shousewill be very warm for the summer ; and indeed 
for the two hottest months I should think that you had better 
go into the country. Villas about here are tolerably cheap, 
and they are perfect pnradiseB. Perhaps, as it was with me, 
Italy will not strike you as bo divine at first ; bat each day it 
becomes dearer and more delightfiil; the eun, the flowers, the 
air, oU is more sweet and more balmy than in the Ultima 
Thnle that you inhabit. 



The maDner in which Leigh Htmt was bronght to 
undertake the joamey to Italy develops iteelf natnrally 
in the ensuing correspondence. I will here simply say- 
that he set sail from London with his familj on the 
15th November, 1821. 

VOL. I, 18 
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To Febct Btssbe Shellet. 

Stonehouse, near Plymmtk, 26ift March, 1822. 
Mt deabest Friend, — Your letters always contain some- 
thing delightful to me, whatever news they bring. 

" Siugit omi'd altqnid, qnod in ipeis nuii'fiiu ardtt." 
But I confess yonr latter ones have greatly relieved me oa 
the subject you speai of. They only make me long, with an 
extreme Homeric longing, to be at Pisa, — I mean such an 
one as Achilles felt when he longed to be with hia father, — 
sharp in his very limbs. We have secured a ship, the David 
Walter, which will call for us here, and sets sail from London 
in a fortnight I have written by to-day's post witli intelli- 
gence of it to Mrs. Fletcher, enclosing her the letter, and 
giving her the option of going on board in London, or bore. 
I need not say we sball attend to her comforts in every respect. 
The same post also carries a letter to Mr. Gisbome, statii^ 
your wishes, and wonders respectii^ Ad(Mais. If it is not pub- 
lished before I leave England, I will publish my criticism upon 
the Pisa copy, — a criticism which I think you will like. Itake 
the opportunity of showing the public the reason why Gifibrd'e 
review spoke so bitterly of Pnmtetheut, and why it pretends 
that the most metaphysical passage of your most metaphysical 
poem is a specimen of the clearness of youi general style. The 
wretched priest-hke cunning and undertoned maUgnity of that 
review of Promttheas ia indeed a homage paid to qualities which 
can so provoke it. The Quarterly pretends now, that it never 
meddles with yea personally, — of course it never did 1 For 
this, Blackuwod cries out npoa it, contrasting its behaviour in 
those delicate matters with its own I This is better and better, 
and the pubhc seem to think so \ for these things, depend 
upon it, are getting better understood every day, and shall be 
better and better understood every day to come. One cii- 
cumstanoe which helpa to reconcile me to having been detained 
on this coas^ is the opportunity it has given me to make your 
works egisk tor themselves wherever I could i and yoa are 
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in Mgli lustre I assure joa, with tiie most intelligent circles m 
Plymouth, aanip t^os. I have, indeed, been astonished to find 
how well prepared people of intelligence are to &11 in. with 
yonr aspirations, and despise the mistakes and rascally in- 
Blincta of your caiumniators. This place, for instance, 
abounda in schoolmasters, who appear, to a man, to be liberal 
to an extreme and esoterical degree. And sncb, there is 
reason to believe, is the case over the greater part of the 
khigdom, greatly, no doubt, owing to political causes. Think 
of the consequences of this with the rising generation. I 
delight in Adonais. It is the most Delphic poetry I hare 
seen a long while ; full of those embodyings of the most subtle 
and airy imaginations, — those arrestings and explanations of 
the most shadowy yearnings of our being — which are the 
most difficult of all things to put into words, and the most 
delightful when put. I do not know whether you are aware 
how fond I am of your song on the S^lark ; but you ought, 
if Oilier sent you a copy of the enlarged Calendar of Nature, 
which he publidied separately under the title of the Months. 
I tell you this, because I have not done half or a twentieth 
part of what I ought to have done to make your writings properly 
appreciated. But I intended to do more every day, and now 
that I am coming to you, I ahal! be totus in you and yours I 
For all good, and healthy, and industrious things, I will do such 
wonders, that I shall begin to believe I make some remote 
approach to something like a return for your kindness. Yet 
how can that be 7 At all events, I hope we shaU all be the 
bettei for one another's society. Marianne, poor dear girl, 
is still very ailing and weak, but stronger upon the whole, she 
thinks, than when she first left London, and quite prepared 
and happy to set ofi' on her spring voyage. She sends you 
part of her best love. I told her I supposed I must answer , 
Marioa's letter for her, but she is quite grand on the occasion, 
and TOWS she will do it herself, which, I assare you, will be 
the first time she has written a line for many months. Ask 
Marina if she will be charitable, and write one to me. I will 
undertake to answer It with one doable aa long. But what 
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am I talking al>oat, when the capt^n speaks of Boilmg in a 
fortnight? I was led astmy by her dehghtfiil letter to 
Mumiuie ahoat walks, and duetts, and Tiolets, and ladies like 
violets. Am I indeed to see and be in the midst of all these 
beantiftil things, ladies like lilies not excepted 7 And do the 
mea in Italy really leave iadies to walk in those very amiable 
dry ditches by themselveB ? Oh t for a few strides like those 
of Neptune, when he went from gome place to some other 
place, and " did it in three 1 " Dear Shelley, I am glad my 
letter to Lord B. pleased you, though I do not know why you 
should BO thank me for it. But you are ingenious in invent* 
ing claims for me upon your affection. — Your affectionate 
LEiaH Hunt. 

F.S. — Speaking of duetts (in which I fear Marina will iind 
me a much worse performer by the side of Mrs. Williams, 
than her regard Ibr the little parlour makes her paint to her 
memory), I bring with me some music, among which are 
three operas of Mozart, for the piano, and a collectioa of the 
only songs of Winter published in this country; among the 
latter ie the daett of Yaglillotti, which you aaid was too 
beautiiul and melancholy. 
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The residence at Stonehonse was prolonged nnex- 
pectedly. A negotiation had been commenced fvith 
more than one shipowner for a passage to Italy. 
These negotiations failed, however, chiefly throngh the 
more serious indisposition of Mrs. Leigh Hunt. Ulti- 
mately, however, arrangements were made with the 
owner and captam of the Damd Walter, of Gaermar- 
then, which sailed from London and called for the 
party at Plymonth. They embarked on tlie 13th of 
May, 1822, and after a voyage of average length and 
unusual fineness, reached Genoa on the 15th of June; 
Leigh Hunt immediately communicating the fact to the 
Shdleys. 

To P. B. AND M. W. Shelley. 

On. board the David 'Walter, Genoa, 
l^thjune, 1822. 
Deabest Fbiends, — I have only time to tell you that we 
have just arrived here, aft«r a passage as smooth as the 
fonner exordimn of one was rough and calamitous. We did not 
know till we were at sea, that the vessel was to touch at 
Genoa. She will probably be four or five days, perhaps a 
week longer, before we set Bail for our Itcnne ; but we reckon 
ourselves arrived now that we have reached the south of 
'Italy; and if anything could console us tor this last tantalising 
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dday, it is the sight of this gloriooB and at the same time 
lovely city. The children are all marvellously well, myself 
full of all sorts of determinatioiiH to be as well as anybody, 
and Marianne in better apirita, thongh that villanouB spitting 
of blood still continuea. But rest— rest — we hope everything 
from rest. . I embrace you both a hundred times, each one 
warmer than the last. I forgot in my last to notice what 
Slielley says about his downfall from the angelic state. Does 
he mean his taking to veal-cutleta, or that he has fallen in 
love with somebody who does not deserve it? Whatever he 
means, what has 'it to do with the hearty embrace I shall give 
him when we meet 7 Am I not — oh ! how truly I am your 
ofiectionate friend. 

Leiob Huht. 

To Pehct Btsshe Shellet. 

Genoa, 21s( June, 1822. 

Mt dearest Friend, — I got your letter late to-day, and must 
■write you one on my own part as headlong as my wishes t& 
be with yon. How sorry we are to hear of Marina's being so 
ill; but if the ught of old Mends can do her as much good 
as we believe it will do us, she will be much better shortly. 
We shall look out for your house ; but fear that there is no 
chance of the captain's being able to put in, if he would. 
Are we not soon, however, to see you all somehow or 
other? If not,— but it must be bo. A main part of the 
comfort we promise ourselves in Italy is the bringing some 
additional pleasure to your socie^ ; nor shall we the less 
racceed, I trust, because we all have need of it. Marianne's 
sympathy is very truly with Marina; not only because she 
very truly loves her, but because she is still very ill herself — 
much more so than you imagine ; and as to myself, I have 
become, since yon saw me, an elderly gentleman, with sunken 
cheeks, and temples that throb at the least touch of emotion, 
}C(j especially. But I &ai I can still give some pleasure to 
dtose ftbout me — I have not lost the lucky talent of receiving 
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more. Upon your principle of " anticipated cognition," I 
have a right to consider Mr. and Mrs. Williams aa old WendB 
of ours aa well as yours, and hereby give them notice that 
I have known them for tea years to come. I shook 
Mr. Williams by the hand but two hours ago, gave 
Mrs. Williams as hearty a ealute, which nobody wondered at, 
even though I had known her so long. You seo I am already 
drunk with the climate. Why are we not with you even 
now ? . . . . — Your ever affectionate 

Leiqh Hunt. 

The vessel was detained at Genoa to discharge part 
of its cargo, and it did not reach Leghorn until the 
heginning of July. All the troubles of the voyage now 
seemed over. The family landed, and took up their 
temporary abode at an inn, where they were joined 
by Shelley, the two friends being enraptured at their 
meeting, and at the prospect of coutinned intercourse 
for years in the land that they both so ardently admired. 
Lord Byron was visited at Monte Nero. He had already 
taken the Palazzo Villa Franca, at Pisa, and in a short 
time all the party were assembled in that ancient town. 
Shelley spent a short time with his friends in Pisa. I 
well remember his reading aloud some passages from 
Plato to my fother, partly in admiration, and partly 
with some sense of oddity in the passages, which I now 
forget. He then took leave, and embarked In his yacht, , 
tlie Don Juan, with Captain Williams, and, I think, 
one sailor, for Lerici, to fetch Mrs. Shelley and 
Mrs. Williams, The fate of the voyagers is well known, 
and I have explained in the later edition of the Auto- 
biography, the manner In which the calamity was pro- 
bably brought about by the attempt of some Italian 
boatmen to board the yacht, with the hope of obtaining 
booty. When Leigh Hunt was looking for the retnra 
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ef Shelley, Trelawny arrived in great agitatioa and 
excitement inqoiring for the voyagers. Anxiety was 
soon converted into a fatal certainty, and this brief 
letter to Trelawny shows how his movements of inq^niry 
along the coast were watched from Fisa. 

To Edward Trelawht. 

Pisa, IGtk July, 1822. 
Dkab Sih, — Pray send ua some word respecting tie state 
the ladies are in, and )et us know whether the presence of 
old friends would still be more painful than conaoliDg to 
Mrs. Shelley ; whether the sight of her husband's new 
acquuntance would still be l«o much for Mrs. Williams, &c. 
&c.; in short, all that yon can tell us in this distracting state 
of Bospense.— Tours, dear sir, sincerely, 

Leigh Hour. 



8 O'clock, p.m., nth July. 
Lord Byron talks of inviting the ladies over here; and 
tiiere are their lodgings, too. Pray contrive to see if they 
cannot come. We have juet returned (Lord B., Captiun 
Boberts, and myself,) from znakiug au inquiiy at the mouth 
of the Serchio about a body lately buried. It is certainly 
not dear Shelley, nor does it appear to be Mr, Williams. 

To Maey SnELLEr.* 

Pisa, 20(/i July. 
Dearest Mart, — I trust yon will have set out on your 
retimi from that dismal place, before you receive this. You 
will also have seen Trelawny, God bless you, and enable us 



* Mrs. Shellef and Mis. Witliams had arriTCd in Piss, and taken 
up theiT stnde at a hoage nearly opposite the Cssa la Fisiico on tho 
Other side of the Anio. 
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n]t to be a support for one another. Let ua do onr best, 
if it is only for that purpose. It is easier for me to Bay that 
I will do it, than for you : but whatever happens, this I can 
safely say, that I belong to those whom Shelley loves, and 
that all which it is possible for me to do for them, now and 
ever, is ^eiis. I will grieve with them, endure with them, and, 
if it be Deceasary, work for them while I have life. — Your 
most afiectionate friend, 

Leiqh Hdht. 

Marianne sends yon a thousand loves, and longs, with 
myself, to try whether we can say or do one thing that can 
enable you and Mrs. Wilhams to bear np a little better. 
But we rely on your great strength of mind. 

Monday, 21et July. 
Mt dear Mabt, — Will you let the bearer know whether 
yoQ can see me now, or whether I shall wait longer? I 
have persuaded Mariaoue to let mo come alone first. — ^Your 
affectionate 

Leigh Hunt. 

The reoiEunder of the correspondence speaks for 
itself. The greater part of it was addressed to the 
writer's sister-in-law. Much of it related to purely / ) 
l iterary_ c[uestioaB) and considerable portions, which hare 
losTthSr interest, have been omitted. 

To Elizabeth Kent. 

2nd July, 1822. 
Besst uia, — Our sea troubles and your sea fears are now 
all over. I say now, because while Z write this, I cannot help 
pitching myself into your feelings at the moment yon recdve 
it. We arrived at Leghorn yesterday. It happened to be no 
post-day, so that I could not write, but you only receive a 
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loDger letter for the delay. We had a. long passage — two 
nights, a day, and an evening ; and that we might have a 
taste of every sort of eea variety, shipwreck excepted, we 
hid a sammec storm of thimder and lightning the second 
night, tLe lightning the grandest and most energetic I erer 
beheld. Sometimes it shot in successive wide flashes across 
half the horison ; sometimes ran downward into the sea 
like a great thick fiery serpent; at another dme, bent like 
a great leg and knee from heaven, as if' it were the leg 
of a god ; and at another, shot down at once in a perpen- 
dicular line, though still thick, like a pillar of flame, or rather 
like a tongue of melted fire dropt from a torch. The flashes 
were not dangerous ; but this was, and had it struck on the 
ship, might have left us a very melancholy story not to telL 
On this occa^on, as well as some others, which have occurred 
since I saw you, I was restored to my self-respect reapecting 
courage ; tor I saw how sailors could be alarmed at things to 
which their imagination had not been accustomed, and I 
found that none of my former feelings had been singular 
even to the bravest of the profession. But yesterday I had a 
still more novel opportunity of putting my pulses to the test; 
and now that I was alone, and had not a family in my very 
eye to suffer for, they did not beat an atom. Listen to a bit 
of Itahan nonsense- When I landed, I rode in one of the 
country carriages to Lord Byron's, who received me with the 
most marked cordiality, and then told me that I had come, 
as before, at an eventful period, for that be and some friends 
ivitli him were in a state of blockade. [Here he narrates 
that well-knowa domestic fracas between a German courier, 
Count Gamba, and aa Itahan servant of Lord B.'s, in which 
the latter, after wounding tho Count, threatening to shoot 
Lord B., or any one who might issue from the house, ended 
by bursting into tears, and wishing to embrace his master.] 
This story has unworthily taken up almost all my paper, or 
I should have filled it with accounts of this beaatiful coontry, s 
and written something further for Novello, as well aa yourself, 
about the great peculiarity of Genoa, — its streets fiili of 
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palaces — wHich I omitted in my letter to him, I suppoBe, 
because they had taten away my breath. Tell him this, and 
that we are going on as before, and that I ahall write ^Mn 
shortly. Be good enough alao to let my brother know that 
we have arrived at Leghorn, and that I shall write to him by 
next post. Everything is going on promiaingli/. I am 
expecting Shelley's arrival every inalant from the country, 
where he bas been living during the heats. Mrs. Shelley has 
been very ill, and continues very weak. 

Dearest Bessy, I thought of you many times yesterday 
during my half-an-hour's ride to Lord B.'s country-house. 
You remember how we used to look at (be poor UttJe 
vignettes in the Parnaso Italtano, and lancy Italy. You 
cannot conceive — ^yes, you can, — how delightful it was to 
find a number of features exactly the same, though greatly 
heightened in beanty. ■ The roads and hedges are full of 
vines, fig-trees, and olives ; that is to say, the hedges of vines, 
and the garden-walls overtopped with the olive and fig-tree. 
Lord'B. goes with us in a day or two to Pisa. I dare not 
dwell upon the wish I have that jou were with us, lest it 
should make you still more painfully impatient for the time 
to arrive ; and I know how much pain you have gone 
through. Be sure that the end of the road is a happy one. 
I shall begin looting out for youi Pisa lodging almost as soon 
as I get there. Milie bad, mtlie et mille volte. — Your ever 
friend of friends. L. H, 

Tour sister's distressing spitting of blood still continues, 
but it is decidedly affected by the greater or less alarms 
which she goes through, and we still hope everything 
Jrom onr Fisan repose. My head is not at ite best ; but 
then I have been obliged to live in a way that does not suit 
me, and the Fisa provi^ons will mend it. The children are 
all surprisingly welL 

I must not forget to say that I liked your tales extremely, 
and that they get bett«i and better towards the conclusion. 
They add to my sense of your companionship — of yout 
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possettdon of a miad to ioterchange with one. Wheo. vill 
yoa be ready to pay your visit ? 

Pisa, 8th Jtdy, 1822. 

Dearest Besst uine, — I was at the Cathedral service with 
Shelley on Sunday, and saw finer facea than in Genoa, and S. 
says these are surpassed by those ia Bome. The general 
aspect of the women in Italy is striking, bat not handsome ; 
that is to say, stronger-marked and more decided, than pleaS' 
iog. But when you do see fine faces, they are £ae indeed; 
and they have all an intelligence and absence of affectation, 
very difierent from that idea of foreigneiB which the French 
are apt to give people. Bat you know the difference without 
Laving seen them. They are very like what you think. 
They have your own cast of figure ; and the veils they wear 
^ve them such an air of the picturesque as you might expect 
in a painting and sculpturing in action. I have been outside 
ofthree gates of Pisa, and they all step at once upon the countiy, 
— roads of trees with vines hanging down from one to thfother 
infestoong. Imagine my pleSHure in realizing the description 
in the story of Bimini. Lord B. has ^t an entirely new set 
of servants, having grown reasonably suspicious of the others 
after the late adventure ; and we are all quietly housed here : 
ourselves on the groimd-floor, and he and his fair fnend (a 
Countes's Guiccioli, who is separated &ova her husband, andis 
handsome, and, I daresay, amiable) in the rooms above us. 
The Gambas, owing to a late notice of the Tuscan Govern- 
ment (for they are ex-revolutionists and exiles) have gone to 
Lucca for the present ; otherwise they reside with him, and 
' Madam Guiccioli is their daughter and sister, — soyonseehow 
lightly the Italians think of certain heavy English matters. 
Indeed, the difference altogether on those points is great and 
moat good-natured. They do not lika projligacy and a certain 
worldliness of proceeding ; but they draw distinction with great 
kindness and philosophy. 

Though not ill, the change of climate has affected me at 
first with a lethargic tendency, which yon will easily imagine 
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1 shall get OTcr for our new work, especially ance Lord E. 
enters into it with great ardour. He lias given directiona to 
Murray to put a variety of MS. into the hands of my brother 
John for it, and Shelley has some excellent US. ready also. 
The title, I beheve, willbe the^eywritfes; — but yon will have 
the first number shortly. Yon may announce the title at 
once, for I think it certain. It is Lord Byron's own. Lord B. 
made me a present the other day of a satire on Southey, called 
the Vision of Judgment, which my brother has accordingly to 
get from the hands of Murray, and print for onr mutual benefit ; 
but I write to him by the present post to say that he hod better 
pat it in the first number of the ^<e3periifes,if it be not already 
published by him. You like the title of the Sesperides ;^-do 
you not ? 

Our ground-fioor is not so splendidly furnished as people 
gave out, but very nicely, and is very coo! indeed, considering 
that the sumlner ia so hot, and FIsa reckoned so hot in sommer. 
We have plenty of rooms ; plenty of room and distance for 
the children ; and I have a study, as of old, with the garden 
trees yellowing the windows, and only wanting the addition of 
your company to complete old associations. (I hear Lord B. 
coming to see me, but shall continue to write on. — He has 
been, and taken some books out of my book>case, and gone 
again, after discovering two or three 'theories in almost as 
many minutes.) .... Your siator and the children 
fiend their love, and thanks for your books, which they like 
much. I am looking out for a good long letter from you, 
impatiently. Tell the Novellos of us, and tell yourself a 
hundred times a-day, that I am ever your most affectionate 
iHend, 

Leigh Hunt. 

Pisa, 20(A July, 1822. 

Dearest Bessv, — Tour mster is as well as she can be 

expected to be ; so am I, and the children ; all which I tell 

yon at once, at the head of my letter, lest the frightful note I 

am compelled to strike up, should afiect you still more than it 
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must Good God ! Low shaU I eaj it ? My beloved friend 
Shellej, — my dear, my divine friend, the beat of friends and 
of men — he is no more. I know not how to proceed for 
anguish; but you need not be under any alarm for me. 
Thank Heaven ! the boitovb I have gone through enable me 
to bear this ; and we all endeavour to bear it as well as 
possible for each other's sakes, which is what he, the nobie- 
minded being, would have wished. Woold to God I couldsee 
him — hia spirit — sitting this moment by the table. I think it 
would no more frighten me than the sight of my baby, — whom 
I kiss and won3er why he has not gone with him. 

He was returning to Lerici by sea with his friend Captain 
Williams, who is said also to have been a most amiable man, 
and appeared so. It was on the 8th. A storm arose; and it 
is supposed the boat must have foundered not &x from 
home. The bodies were thrown up some days aStf^. Dear S- 
had retained a book in his pocket, which he told me he would 
not part with till he saw me again, — Eeats's last publication. 
He borrowed it to read as he went. It will be buried with 
him : that is to say, it is so already, on the sea-shore ; but if 
he is taken up to be btiried elsewhere, it shall go with him. 
Mr. Williams, too, left a wife, who was paBsionately fond of 
him. Conc«ve the terrible state in which the women are; — 
but none of us, I trust, have known Shelley for nothing : the 
Willianie's doted on him ; and — I know not what to say ; 
but rely upon me, I fear nothing. I am cooler in general than 
while writing this, and besides the patience to which I have 
been qccaslomed, I must work hard for our new publication, 
which will stdll go on. Lord B. is very kind. 

Pray, show or send Hogg this letter for htm to see ; and 
tell him I would have written him a separate one, but at 
present I am sure he will spare it me. I had already b^;ua 
to enliven Shelley's hours with accounts of his pleasant 
sayings, and hoped to — btit, good God 1 how are one's most 
confident expectations cut short 1 I embrace him, as my 
friend, xad Shelley's. 

Adieu, deaiest Bessy, yon mil not wonder that I do not 
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mote this letter an answer to your last, which I was delighted 
to receive. It showed me yon were well, and Henry out of 
danger. 

I^y, send the following to my brother for the Examiner. 
—Tout ev5~mo8t affectionate fnend, 

Leioh Hokt. 



Albaro, luar Genoa, October, 1822. 

Dkaskst B£SST, — .... I hare a few myrtle leaves 
ibr yon, which I took from the garden of Shelley's house near 
Lerici, for it waa there he was living ; and there I saw those 
melancholy rooms, to which he was returning, and did not 
return. The house is on the very edge of the sea, and had 
been a omvent of Jesuits. I saw the waves foaming and 
roaring at the foot, and with an impatience which has seldom 
gone GO far with me, could almost have blasphemously trampled 
at them, and oried out But we must all comfort one another's 
hearts, and hope for the best. I try to do as be would widi 
me to do ; and those wishes enable me to do pretty well. Do 
not fear : I am not ill again, and am disposed to take and to 
hope for all the comfort that you can give me ! but it is hard 
to have hoped so much as I did from his company and what I 
could have done for it, and to miss it all. I have no com- 
panion now ; and I have several reasons why I do not wish to 
seek new ones ; but I long for your socie^ again, being sure, 
from all that you have borne and shown yourself capable of 
meanwhile, that it would have all its sweets for me and none 
of ita mistakes. To return to Lerici. Lord B. feU ill there, 
which detained us some days ; and when we leit him, on his 
getting better, intending to go by sea as &r as Sestri (which 
was necessary on account of the broken condition of tlie new 
road making between Lerici and that place), the mariners put 
into the first port they came to, a few miles distance, pre- 
tending that it was impossible to proceed 

Our journey from Sestri to Genoa you may guess from what 
I have told yon : but if you were to see our new house, or 
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rather mansion, you would never guess what we pay for it : 
to wit, under 20/. a year for about forty rooms ; nnd other 
living ia still cheaper here than in Pisa, Yon, ivith your bird 
appetite, would live here for a fraction ; and, indeed, with a 
very diETerent appetite, a eii^le person's cost is scarcely any- 
thing. Do not imagine, therefore, I am much distressed ibr 
money. I am distressed, to a certain extent, because the money 
at present does not come from myself; but it soon will do so : 
and above all, you most know that postage is nothing like what 
it is in England, going or coming. (I see your face at this : — 
ril do what is right, depend upon it.) Our house would be 
fit for a nobleman in England : it has marble steps to the Bt^r- 
case, and a marble terrace over the portico. Imagine the 
Alpha cottages all turned into manmons, with gardens in pro- 
fusion. Such is the whole of Albaro, a hill near Genoa, about 
n mile and a half distant. Lord B. Uvea dose to us, with 
the Gambas, in a palace. Since I wrote last, he ia agun 
ibr the Magazine plan, and I have written 4o my brother 
accordingly. .... 

To Abthcb akd Alistasu Guddoh. 

JPisa, 10th September, 1822. 
Deab FfiiENDS (in your pleasant little parlour), — I am 
writing in a room of just the same sliape and size, so you 
miist not think I am coming over you with the importance of 
our great big house. At the ferther end, on my right, is my 
book-case ; between the book-case and me, a sofa against the 
wall; oppofflte me and my wiitiog-table, the door into the 
parlour ; and on my left hand, close to me, a window, bordered 
with ivy and orange leaves, and looking at a white bathing- 
room, bordered with a weeping willow. You will say, how 
delightful I Alas I it would have been so ; but you know the 
late terrible calamity we have sustained — the most dreadful of 
all our troubles Mnoeweleit you. I cannot now feel a pleasure 
come over me but it is cut short in the midst with a bitter sigh. 
There is not a scene, a book, a green leaf,— but I had hoped 
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he would enjoy it with me; and now, pray, let me hear from 
you ag^n next time, and not merely of you : for it is 
hard, if upon the atrengtb of the new work (which promiseB 
abundantly, and b juet on the eve of appearing) I cannot 
afford to receive comfort from all those who are disposed to 
' give it me. The living hen is extremely cheap. What do 
you think of the finest large grapes, exactly a halfpenny a 
pound 7 What of eleven of the finest peaches lor three half- 
pence? Thir^ or forty ftpricota are to be had for three 
farthings ; — they are three halfpence a gallon. Half-pint 
glass tumblers, that would cost in England one shilling and 
sixpence a piece, are a penny hal^enny. Twelve eggs are 
ibuipence halfpenny; beef and veal, both excellent, three- 
pence and fourpence a pound; sixteen fresh figs are three 
farthinga; three quarts of oil two shillings and ninepeace ; 
and a quart of the best native wine, extremely pleasant and 
wholesome, about threepence hal^nny. Then, not to omit 
some uliclea exclusively lady-like, " sarsnet, such as would 
be in England 9-5 inches wider than the widest " (I draw upon 
my wife for these learned particulars) is three and sixpence; 
and velvet, " such as would cost in England per yard 
fifteen or sixteen shiUings," five shillings. In fine, to conclude 
with an article very important to myself, twenty-five good 
"quills are sixpence. Now, what do you and all other dear 
friends say to coming over without more ado, setting up shop, 
pianoforte, and profession, and eating grapes instantly, as 
many as you can cram into your mouths 7 There are " bunie 
walks " also in plenty, with grapes growing in festoons all the 
way; and absolution is as cheap aa apricots. We are going 
to move to Genoa, but that does not Bignify ; we shall only 
be on the road to meet you. Ah ! how pleasant must the 
recollection of one's friends be, if they can make me, even for 
the space of ten minutes, forget such a loss as I have 
sustained, and resume some of my old rattling. Observe, 
however, in sober earnest, I still hope to see in Italy all those 
who talked of being there some day or other. Tell this to 
Novello, and say that I trust he does not admit a ungle doubt 
VOL. I. 13 
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of it to his own tniad. God bless joa I Tell me particularly 
how your health is when you write. My own ie mach better 
than it would be in England, but not the stouter, aa you mf^ 
gueea, for these late demanda upon one'n patience. But hope, 
Hope, is still my motto, for it ought to be the world's ; and 
those whom we are not to see again on this earth, I trust most 
oonfidently, ab well as earnestly, to join hearts with in a better 
place. — Your affectionate triend, 

L.H. 

Krarianna b^ her kindest remembrances. She is much 
better at last, though still very weak, and subject to dreadM 
headachefl. 

To HOKACE SUTH. 

Pisa, 25th July, 1822. 
Dear Horace, — I trust that the first news of the dreadful 
calamity which has be£illen us here will have been broken b> 
you by report, otherwise I shall come upon you with a most 
' painiiil abruptness ; but Sh^ey, my diTine-mmded friend, 
your friend, the friend of the universe, he has perished at 
sea. He was in a boat with his friend Captain Williams, 
going fitim Leghorn to Lerici, when a storm arose, and it 
is supposed the boat must have foundered. It was on the 
8th instant, about four or five in the evening, they guess. 
A fisherman says be saw the boat a few minutes before it 
went down : he looked again and it was gone. He saw the 
boy they had with them aloft furling one of the suls. We 
hope his story is true, as their passage from life to death will 
then have been short ; and what adds to the hope is, that in 
S.'s pocket (for the bodies were both thrown on shore some 
days afterwards, — conceive our horrible certainty, after trying 
all we could to hope I) a copy of Keats'a last volume, which 
he had borrowed of me to reed on his passage, was ibund 
open and doubled back as if it had been thrust in, in the 
hurry of a surprise. God bless him ! I cannot help thinking 
of him as if he were alive as mach as ever, so unearthly ha 
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alwaya appeared to me, and ao seraphieal a thing of the 
elements; and this ia what all hts friends saj. But, what we 
all feel, year own heart will tell yon. 

1 am only just Btronger enough than Mra. S. at present to 
irrite you this letter; but shall do very well. Our first numbera 
■will shortly appear ; though this, like everything; else, how- 
ever important to us, looks like an imperticence juat now, 
God bless yon. Mrs. H. sends her best icuembrances to you 
and Mrs. Smith, and bo does yoar obliged and einoere driend, 
Leigh Btjnt, 

It has been often feared that SheUey and Captain Williams 
would meet with some accident, they were so hazardous ; but 
when they set ont on the 8th, in the morning it 'vras £ne. 
Onr deal friend was pasdonately fond of the sea, and has 
been heard to say he should like it to be his death-bed. 

I think Mrs. 8. told me yesterday that she should like to be 
informed of anytiiing you may happen to know respecting his 
afl^rs. I can spare yon a morsel of a lock of his hair, if you 
have none. 

Albaro, near Oenoa, 9(A April, 1823. 
Deas Hobace, — T am sure you will think the maxim of 
" better late than never " a very good one, when you see the 
enclosed lock of hair. You know whose it is. I cannot bear 
yet to put his name down upon paper more than I can help; 
and this is my best excuse for not having written sooner. 
■With regard to himself, who left me so far behind in this 
as well as in other qualities, I am confident he must have 
written to you on the subject you spoke of. I have a strong 
recollection that he mentioned it to me. I know that you 
were one of the last persons he spoke of, and in a way full of 
kindness and acknowledgment. This country has been such a 
melancholy one to me, since he has gone, that I have nothing 
pleasant to tell you of it. I only wish to God you were here. 
to make it pleasanter, and that you might see how hard I 
continue to work, in spite of a bruised head and heart, to 
13—3 
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make up for carelessness of old. I hope this letter vrill find 
Mrs. Smith's health restored, and my little acquaintances per- 
fectly well. Mra. Hunt is in the way to add another to yonra, 
the only way, according to the phymcian, to save her own 
health from utter ruin eSter a draidiiil shattering. I hope you 
receired copiee of the Liberal in return for the Parie Mettiew, 
which I guesB came from you. I conclude also that it ia 
. yott who have showii so much attention to my writings in 
them. For this and fot all, dear Horace, many thanks. — 
Tonr ever obliged and sincere friend, 

Leioh Himr. 

To Joseph Severn. 

G&wa, Srd February, 1823. 

My DEAB Severn, — Many, many thanks for your kindness, 
which I am sure mttst have been as painful to yourself as it 
was atteDtive to those whom you have gratified. Mrs. Shelley 
begs me to say how gratified she ia on her part. I am at pre- 
sent resting &om overwork with a head that can hardly hold 
itself up, but in the course of a few days I intend to send a 
letter of thanks to each of the gentlemen who were kind 
enough to attend, at which time also I shall send off another 
to yourself longer than this. How dehgbted 1 shall be to see 
yoa on the occasion yon mention, or long before if possible; 
a pleasure I may the more hope for, as we move to Florence 
before next winter. Why couldn't you settle there at the 
same time, for a while at least, and let ns painl^ize, and 
poet-ize, and music-ize to onr heart's content, if, alas ! our 
hearts can ever be contented. But I will talk to you about 
fifty things in my next. I expect Liherah every day by a 
vessel, having none here ; of course I always intended copies 
of them for you. Think of Florence, pray : I ahftU ring it 
into your ears whenever I write. 

I was not sorry on one account to find from a letter of 
Mr. Freeborn, which Mrs. S. received yesterday, that in the 
hurry of some former communication she had given him 
directions to have the inscription on the box repeated on the 
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tombstone, for I aaw that you would of aecessity waive the 
one I sent you, so that it would at least be delayed, — and 
there was a miatake in the Latin of it ; instead of cor cordiun 
it should be cor cordium. I do not know whether you include 
in the hat of your accomplishments, if accomplishment it ia to 
be called, which any fellow can achieve, but having been a 
reader of Latin for many years, and well thumped into it «t 
school, I feel enough interest in my scholarly reputation to be 
glad that such a blunder of mine has not been exhibited 
in. broad dayhght, especially in record of one who was 
as excellent a scholar as he was excellent in everything elee. 
I mnst say also that the word heart occurs, as you may know, 
numberless times in all sorts of writers, but I do not recol- 
lect ever meeting, even in the poets (who are my only Latin 
acquaintances), with the genitive case plural of hearts, cor- 
dium; and from the nature of the nominative I concltided 
the case might end otherwise. Afler all my search for the 
word I found it in an index to a dictionary. Mrs. S. writes 
by this post to Mr. Freeborn to say that she prefers having 
this inscription to the one on the box, which, in fact, was only 
a bare historical record, merely fit to he put under ground 
like that of a coin. The other conreys a sentiment, and may 
reasonably supply the place of a better or more complete one 
(including the talents of dear S. as well as his noble heart), 
till a more worthy monument be eet up. I hope to be in 
Bome next winter to see about the latter. God bless yon, 
dear Severn, till my next, and ever, ever, vrith all the good 
things worthy of your talents and affections, your obliged 
and mnceie Mend, 

Leigh Hmrr. 



. to 'say, that owing to a curious 
series of circumstanceB, some of them very painfiil ones, I 
lave not seen any of your paintings in the exhibitions. But 
I know the sweet Gices of your Albano women at Novello's, 
and will know the rest if you will tell me where to get at 
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Genoa, 7tk November, 1822. 
Deabest Bebs whe, — Do not be startled at mj returning 
jOTiP bank biU. I would have kept it had I been in want of 
it, hardly as I know it miut have been earned; for not to 
have done so, would have been harder for you to bear. Bat 
you will be delighted to hear that we do nol want it, and that 
our proApecta of getting free from all embarrasBment brighten 
eveiy day. My brother had just sent me word that I could 
draw da him ibr 1001., which indeed I was very glad to do, 
though I could always procure what I wanted from Lord B., 
and hving here is divinely cheap. So turn your money, 
deaiest Bessy, to your own account ; and even, kiss money, 
once in your life, before it goes, for it has been against the 
lips of your gistefal friend. These, and your lore of so 
many good things in nature, are the traits in youi character 
which always made it bveable to those who could see through 
your iatmex iofiroiities of temper into the natural goodness of 
your heart ; and it is these, and your sufferings and regrets 
on account of these infirmidea, — to say nothing of the habit 
of connection, — which always makes nie count you among 
the great objects for which I live, and labour, and hope. To 
Bee my fimily not likely to be left destitute, — to see your 
sister well, — and to have yon again with us, helping her, aad 
reaping (for so you would think it) the reward of all you 
have got rid of, and all you have so well retained and sus- 
tained ; theae, together with my old irrepressible interest in 
behalf of Poles and Greeks, are my three great desiderata, 
and it shall want nothing on my part to obtain them all. If 
it is too late in the year for you to come over tlie mountains 
now, with their torrents and snows, you can no longer 
doubt of your abihty to come over in the spring : for we are 
all " realizing," it seems, as Lord Byron says, and I am certain 
that I shall be well able to give you the money for your 
JDuney then. Therefore say to yourself Odi mstant, and bb 
many future instants as yon please, — " With the early spring 
I certainly go to Italy," "Certwnly, to Italy, to Italy, 
the land of perpetual sunshine, and fruits, and flowers, and 
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monntiun walks, and Petrarch, nnd Ariosto, a&d Boccaccio, 
and now (never least of all to me) the land of my dear friend." 
Say this, and go and dine with on infioite air of dignity and 
«heaiaIneBB, and go to sleep ditto, and get np ditto, and write 
aa much abont flowws meanwhile aa you please for yonr 
amusement and by way of cultivating both sweet peas and 
patience. 

I think you have done very well with your book, considering 
what booksellcTB are. I have no doubt, both from the nature 
-of the subject and the pains you have taken with it, that 
tbey will find they have made a very cheap purchase; for 
the work absolutely fills up a gap in the fiowery world, 
And fills it very [«ettjly too. You can also improve every 
edition of it, in a very pleasant manner. Take care to have . 
your preiace printed last, in case you wi^ to add anything. 
Among the cultivators of flowers, and professed ones too, 
I haTe found Lambert, the republican general, who amused 
himself with them during his imprisonment ailer the restora- 
tion. Ton did well to rescue Virgil from misrepresentatioa 
in his vegetables. By the freaks that unconscientious trans- 
lators play with their authors, in matters where it ia our 
particular business to look narrowly, we may judge what 
infidels they are in others: traditori, not tradutori. There's 
my nine-and-twentieth Italian pun for you. Here the cotre- 
apoodent insiuoateth a praise of his own fidelity in trans- 
lation. 

Yoa see I write in spirits, I do so even though I never 
know what a mirthful thought ia, but I think of dear, dear 
Shelley, and the want of his presence cornea over me like a 
<jiilt. But if anything belonging to us can touch him now, 
aa I hope and believe it can, he longs as much for our well- 
being ; be ardently desired to see going on what is now g<»ng 
on) and this reconciles me to a thousand things. 

As to my way of life, I rise early, write the best part of the 
monung, often take a walk befbre dinner to Genoa, and sit 
after dinner and read, or go and walk with Lord B. in his 
garden ; and generally read to myself though now and then 
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alond, in the evening, tliougli Bometimea he conies over, and 
somedmea I go to him ; but I am alwa^ in bed by ten, albeit 
Mrs. B. Tfhen she ia nith us looketh not satjafied therewith, 
but ■wishelh 118 to sit up. She suffers, and more too I suspect 
than she seems. — Your ever affectionate friend, 



22nd Novemb^, 1822. 
Deakest Beds, — . . . Lord B., in some idle moment 
of spleen, had been saying something about ub in a letter to 
Murray ; and Miuray, it seems, haa been exaggerating, — ^foreo 
Iiord B. aaya he muRt have done. He is sorry for it, and says 
(aa, indeed, I know) that he has spoken in the handsomest 
, manner of us to many persons, and in a MS., to which 
Morray himself might have referred ; but he ought to have 
cnt the matter short by saying as much now in public. 
Thia, howerer, he is not bold enough to do. He has the 
best natural disposition I have no doubt in the world ; but 
a variety of circumatanoes have brought upon him the moat 
deplorable weaknesses, as Shelley had reason to find out, and 

BO have I God bless you, prays your ever 

affectionate friend, 

L. H. 

Genoa, 20th Dicaaher, 1822. 
Deadest Besst, — .... I have been extremely 
chagrined at seeing a paragraph, in which there is a passing 
ddt at Sir William [Knighton], copied from the Chronicle into 
the Examiner. Pray be good enough to write a note to my 
brother or Henry, stating this, and that they will particularly 
oblige me by admitting no mention of Sir William's name 
into the paper ; firstly, becaose he ia my friend, has caJled 
himself so, and proved himself so ; and secondly, because I 
verily believe that if he does exercise any influence over the 
personage alluded to, it is of a kind suitable to the goodness 
and liberality of hia disposition. What the King's private 
conduct may have been of late I know not ; and Sir William 



ad b, Google 



leaa.] lbttehs peom italt. 201 

never opened his lips to me respecting Us condnct, private or 
public, except one time, some years ago, when he told me that 
I Efaonld like him very mach if I knew him. But Irom what 
I gather by the papers, the evidences that have escaped of 
his political ieelings of late have by no means been any of his 
worst. Be this as it may, and knowing only what I do of 
him, I like the servant as much as I object to the master ; and 
1 amBuremj_brother will do n othing in flie b usiness, to hurt 
my fed ings. As many^atriqtic.denguflcements as hejileaaea 
of kingijind their faults; but pray let him spare "my friend 
and- my phy rician." — I wil ] t-l"*"*^ y" '1 *" copy_out the above 
remarks on the subject^and send diem^to the ^jcamtner office. 
SIrTV. also, when you nest have an opportunity of conferring 
with him, will perhaps like to know as much. Pray, also give 
him to understand, that I found myaelf so hampered with that 
voluntary promise I made him, in the inability I felt how to 
show him a sense of his kindness (of abstaining from certain 
jocose modes of handhng a certain subject), that, cotwith- 
standing all the reserve I made respecting the continuance of 
the graver objections, I found it impossible altogether to abide 
by it, and the more so because of circumstances that made me 
even still more wish to oblige him. The fact is, I had no right 
to put either him or myself in the dilemma ; but I really did 
not know what to do, at the time, with the excess of my 
feelings. Tell him all these last words literally, — and all the 
rest, if you please. But as to himself, add that I would 
sooner break up all my connections with the press at once 
than ever see his name diarespectfully treated, and not inter- 
fere, as far as is compatible with his own feelings. Your 
sister and I send him our aSectionate respects. If you do not 
see him, write to bim. 

Your sister, conddering that her frightful spitting of blood 
continues, and that the weather here is miracnlotiBly cold, 
holds up remarkably well ; but certaioly she shall not pass 
another winter so far north. — A thousand embraces from your 
ever a&ectioQate Mend, 

L. H. 
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Before the year IS22 laaii passed, reports came back 
of remarks made by Leigb Hunt's samviog coadjutor, 
indicating that he waa no more satisfied with the alliance 
under the Liberal, than he was afterwards under the 
Greek flag. It is no part of our present purpose to 
enter into that closed controversy. It is .enough to 
say that all who knew Lord Byron personally, while 
thoroughly understanding the consequence of a fickle- 
ness nurtured by an excessively bad training, — that of 
a boy of fortune, with an impulsive and passionate 
nature, brought up among strangers, with traditions of 
wild life in hia family — remember, also, that be had a 
strong sympathy with all that was beautiful and 
generous, strong tendencies of natural affection, and 
tmqaestionably a desire to do right. One of his 
besetting weaknesses was the excessive anxiety foe 
approval. 

This betrayed him into impulsive courses, which he 
aflerwards found a difficulty in sustaining, and his ex- 
travagant disappointment exhibited itself in ways which 
made him seem far more uncertain and changeful than 
he really was at heftrt. If any one wished to know the 
best side of Lord Byron's character, he would see it when 
he had entered into the most familiar and secladed inter- 
course with him ; or, perhaps, still more vividly 'would 
he see it in the letters of the noble bard's sister. For 
no man could have been without admirable qualities 
largely developed, who habitually received communica- 
tions so tender-hearted and so trusting. Perhaps the 
friend whose character had most touched him of all 
others was Shelley; and, curiously enough, one of the 
acts in which Byron showed the seriousness of bis 
regard for his lost &iend lay in refusing a ^ft of money 
from the depaited. He writes to Leigh Hunt on the 
2&thof June, 1823 :— 
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There was something about ft legacy of tvro thoosand 
poaads which he has left me. This, of course, I decline, and 
the more so that I hear that his will is admitted valid ; and I 
state this distinctly, that — in case of anything happening to 
jne — my heirs may be inatrocted nut to claim It. — Yotirs ever 
most truly , 

N. B. 

No donbt tins act sprang from the serioiiB sense vhicli 
he entertained of Shelley's generosity, and from a desire 
to return it towards those whom Shelley loved. For 
Lord Byron knew that the widowed wife was left sud- 
denly alone, and that those of her friends who were 
willing to give her their support were weak, while 
some, who were richer, lacked the will. To dismiss 
the sabject raice for all, it may be remarked, that if 
disappointment and the fervour of a new literary work, 
— which often draws the pen beyond its original inten- ■ 
tion, — led Leigh. Hunt_into_a book which was too severe, ,' 
p erhaps in n on g-sidfyl in its view, IieTiiraself afterwards / 
corrected the jjaerBidednesa, and recalled to mind the / 
earlier and undonbtedlj the more correct impression he 
hari hfldof Lord Byrnn. For experience does not always 
^ve us more knowledge; sometimes it takes from the 
knowledge which we receive through simpler and more 
natural channels. The spirit in which Leigh Hunt first 
met the hostile gossip is shown in a letter to his nephew, 
who represented him in the Examiner office: — 

To Eemrt Leios Hditt, 

Albaro, near Genoa, 14iA NovenAer, 1822. 

Mr DEAR Henbt, — Thank you for the zeal with which you 

thought it necessttty to take notice of the gosMpyou speak of; 

but do not trouble yourself about it another time. If one 

person, violating the couGdence of a splenetic moment of Lord 
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Byron's, endeayoars to tnm one or tno idle phraaea of his to 
oxa injiiry (the epithets his lordship himself makes use of), 
persons of respectability could give an accoimt, if (ihej 
pleased, of twenty epeechee from the same quarter to very 
different purpose. Bnt we r^der trifles of this kind im- 
portant by attending to them. The feelings with which the 
corrupt and hypocritical of all classes most view Lord Byron's 
conaectiou with the Liberal are obvious ; and tlje best answer 
we can make, is to show them that the connection continues, 
and that the second nomber will have all the same reasons for 
putting them in a passion as the first. 

This is quite as much Lord Byron's opinion as my own. 
His lordship presents his compliments to your father, and will 
thank him, when he returns from the country, to attend to 
that matter he spoke o^ aa soon as convenience will allow, — 
Tour affectionate uncle, 

Leigh Hust. 

To Elizabeth Kent. 

Al&aro, April, 1823. 
Bebs uihz,— .... I am rejoiced to hear of your 
book [the Flora Domestica]. It comes out at the right time — 
May. Tou will have received, by this, two letters which I 
wrote last week to you, in the latter of which I have antici- 
pated your urgency about the motto. Depend upon it that 
- this sudden haste on the part of Taylor and Hessey is owing 
to what I there tell you about the other pablication which is 
announced, and which perhaps you were not aware of. Have 
yon got a passage in Thomson's Spring, beginning — ■ 

" No gradual bloom is wantins," &c. Sk. 
down to 

" The lireath of Natm« and her eodleas bloom." 

Perhaps this would do for your English motto, in behalf of a 
better. The first line, I think, is very much in point, — and 
t^B list of floweiB would give your very title-page a certun 
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anticipative abundance and perfume. Quote in your preface, 
if you have it not already, what ia said in the Travels of 
Anacharsia about the Greek's love of flowers. It ia very 
neccaaary. {Voyage du Jeane Anacharna, torn. v. p. 11 ; 
"Aprfefl avoir traverse une basse.«oar," &c., down to " qui 
sent enlev6es h, I'inEtant.") I do not quote you the whole 
here, the book being so easy to get at : I can fill up my paper 
better. Pray add also, if you have time, that Ovid, as might 
be expected, was a great lover of gardens, and appears by a 
passage in one^ his poems to have been fond of writing ia 
them. It ia in his Tristia, whera he is regretting, during 
his voyage to the place of his exile, the delight be used to 
feel in compodng his verses under the genial sky and among 
the domestic comforts of his native country. 

" Hon btec in noitrii, nt quondam, tcriUmai bortii, 
Nee, coniuete, menm, lectole, corpag babes: 
JactoT in indomito bmrnali luce profunda, 

IpMqoe ctemlds charta feritnr aquts. 
Improba pngnat hlemi, mdignatorqae, quod aniim 
Soibere, se ilgidas incutienle miuss." 

LUi. I. EUg. II. 

" Kot in my garden, as of old, I write. 
With tbee, dear conch, to finish the delight; 
I taa upon a ghaitlj, wintiy seai 
While die blue iprinklei dash xaj poeCiy. 
Tell winter'a at hii war; and itarms the more 
To see me dare to write for all hii threatening roar." 

Ovid is 80 fond of flowers, that in the account of the Uape of 
Proserpine in his Faeti, he devotes several lines to the enume- 
ration uf the flowers gathered by her attendants. Mr. Gibbon 
is very angry with him for it {ifiacellaneoua Worhi), but 
surely this loitering of the poet over hia meadows and crocuses, 
conveys a fit sense of the pleasure enjoyed by Proserpine and 
her nymphs ; a pleasure, too, for which they expressly came 
forth, and by the too great pursuit of which the latter were 
separated from their mistresa. 

Ton need very httle more of Mavrocordato (Mati, mind, 



UiBniecib, Google 



206 COBHESPONDENCE OF LEIGH HUNT. [1813. 

iritli a V, not an u), except that he is one of the chief leaders 
<tf the Greets in their present glorious straggle for freedom. 
Perhapc joa may pat it thus : — Among the exUting lorera of 
flowers, it is a pleasiire to be able to name the gallant and - 
accomplished young prince, Alexander MaTTocordato, one of 
the chief leaders of &e Greeks in their present gloriooa 
stmggle for freedom. A botanicfd work not long mace pab~ 
liefaed in Italy is dedicated to him, on acoonnt erf* his known 
fbndness for the nnhject. Thos, in ereiy respect, he inherits 
the fedings of bis anceriion. This is the ^ame prince to 
whom Mr. Shelley dedicated his HeUas. — Ever yonr most 
affectionate friend, 

L. H. 

Albaro, 22tul May, 1823. 
Dearest Bebs, — Thank you for your kindness in writing 
out those long criticUma. You gueseed rightly that they 
would gratify me. Justice is done both to Shelley's and my 
intentions, which is a great thing ; and very hamlsome things 
said of our poetry to boot ; though, with the proper vanify of 
a poet, I still retain my own opinion as to some other matters. 
It is hard to be put after Sonthey and some othere. I think 
myself as much saperior to Sonfhey as I am infei'lor to 

WordBWorth At the same time, I am very sincere 

in thinking my poetical faculty inferior to Wordsworth's, — 
and I suspect that Keats would have beaten us both. He 
beat me, certainly, in pure, abstract poetry, such as that 
of tlie old poets. I guess that the French critic is a man 
of the name of P., who wrote the article referred to in the 
London Magazine. He is a good-natured man, and a dandy, 
who puts Lord B. where he ia beeaTise he is a lord, and 
Wordsworth because he has clevemesa enough to be tanght 
his merits. But I suspect, as you do, that if he were to give 
way to his real feelings, he would exalt me to as starty an 
eminence as anybody: which is what I do not think a greater 

critic would do — Tour ever affectionate friend, 

Leioh Hdrt. 
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Alharo, ICth August, 1823. 

Deabest Eebs, — You are a good giil, and I love you veiy 
much. But you need uot take so much pains another time 
to prove the integri^ of your correspondence. I am sure 
you do your epistolary duty, and I will do my Leat to deserve 
it. I am glad to bear you ore at Richmond, becaitse the 
teeeB will eoothe you iu spite of themselvts, and because there 
will be such an agreeable interchange with the dissipations of 
your theatre. Dissipate as much as you can, every way, and 
only think of your friend as wie who still hopes to be the 
climax of your comforts, and who woidd delight to think 
you had ereiy enjoyment on earth, even though he had the 
bestowal of none of them; — which is much for one who 
wishes you to have them so heartily. Kever imagine that 
these things are apoken out of tlie mere wish to cousole, but 
is a spirit of infinite tenderoesa also, and a wish to partake of 
the consolation, I never think of a pleasure for any lengtti 
of time together, but duty and inolination alike make me 
desire that you should have it above all other absentees; nor 
can they partake of the same wish to console them, but I 
dhould seem guilty of an unusual sort of infidelity if I did 
not recur perpetually to your first claims and my own gravest 
sympathies. I am not even satisfied till I make them senaible 
of this, and that, next to my own family, 1 look to your 
companionship and well-being as alike your own greatest 
good and mine. This to satisfy my own heart, and do justice 
to the generosity of yours, which must continue to be gene- 
rous and so beloved ; for it is there where I am most touched 
at last. It is this which gave me each an enthusiastic affec- 
tion for S. 

Ton are now aware of all my infinite wishes to console. 
Tour flowers, your books, your track of thmking and of 
sympathizing (especially now that you have clasped adversity 
with such patient generosity, and turned her into your friend) 
are all alike to my taste, and necessary to my consolation, — 
always excepting you could be more happy somewhere 
else, and then I would still be comforted in the idea that 
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jron were at last teaU/ bappy —Tour afibc- 

tiouate.&iend, 

Leigh Hdnt. 

Florence, 17tk September, 1823. 
. ... I delight to hear about jota book, and about 
Coleridge. Bless his old Btudions, and, at the same time, 
jolly chaps 1 I think he is in earnest, because all solitaiy 
Bcholars love trees and flowers, and he walks about Highgate 
with a book in his hand 

While Leigh Hunt was In Italy, he was not forgotten 
hy friends at home. A choice circle, who remembered 
a particular Twelfth-night at his own bouse, assembled 
at the house of hia friend Vincent Novello, on his 
birtbdaj. 

Frou Mart Sabilla Novello. 

.Shackletvell Green, 19(J October, 1823. 
Dear, dear Leioh Hunt, — Now, while the atmosphere of 
pleasure and music is circubiting nimbly around, let me en- 
deavour to give you some idea of the commemoration that 
has taken place this day. It ie just two miautes atler one, 
and you are sung in bed, unless thoughts of England and the 
friends there celebrating your birth should keep you waking. 
Ah 1 you may be assured your idea has not been from them 
this day. We have had Mrs. Shelley and Mrs, Williams, 
the Ghddona, with George, &c., last come from you, C. C. C., 
E. Holmes, H. Robertson, Mr, Nyren, C. Evans, Prancesco 
Novello, Vincenzo, and Wilful Woman. Miss Kent, unfor- 
ttmately, was not in town. Our meeting was £xed a fortnight 
unce, and early this morning I was busily employed cutting 
fresh boughs and flowers to mix with my artificial ones, to 
decorate our parlour. You do not know our new parlour, 
but the P. F. stands in a recesR by the fire^de (not near the 
window), and on it stands our Venus and two vases, the 
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latter fiill of flowers; chimney-piece, decorated in like manner, 
opposite to ivbich the dear Mercury, looking bo pleasantly 
down upon our happiness. At Skacklewell there are two 
parlours, on each side of the street-door ; these open with 
folding-doors into each other; the back one, looking into oar 
pretty garden, is the one I have described where the P. F. 
ataods. In the one adjoining we have the piping &rm and 
vases, which latter being filled with green boughs and roses, 
make an arbour for the youthful gracejiitness, where he looks 
" piping as tho' he would never grow old," I look up and 
see him at this moment ; he reminds me of you and of past 
happy hours, and seems to desire to be affectionately remem- 
bered. Our room is decked, I know, to your taste, and 
worthy of him who taught us to enjoy the pleasures within 
our reach ; for though I always loved flowers, yet I was not 
easily pleased hut with the finest, until you taught me the 
value of green boi^hs. ^e had bay in honour of our poet, 
laurustinus, Cuba japonica, &c. Our friends were with us at 
one in the day, excepting those who were at Smith Street, 
and who joined us between five and six. Then our day 
fairly began ; your name ran through the room hke a charm, 
and your spirit seemed to animate them all, lis though they 
could not better manifest their devotion, an universal spirit 
of enjoyment broke loose; puns, good and bad — badinage, 
raillery, comphmenta ; but, above all, music was triumphant. 
We began with some of the most delightful motetts — Mozart, 
Haydn, Handel, Beethoven ; then the March ia Alcesle, 
with a part of the same arranged to Latin words by Vincenzo, 
and which he hopes shortly to forward to Italy. Then came 
Figaro, " Cosi-£in Tutte ;" Don Giovanni, "La Clemenza," 
finishing with " Connoscete," until nearly midnight. You 
may imugiae the merry supper that succeeded, further aided 
by a dozen of champagne (British), which C. C. and E. H. 
sent ia to assist the gaiety and to drink your health worthUy. 
Your health was drunk con amore ; and by this time, being 
pretty well elated with so many excitements, they sang round 
the table " Eeviamo," " How sweet ifl the Pleasure," and 
TOl, I. 14 
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mcuiy other musical merriments; in ebort, they irere in 
" excellent fooling," and declared unanimously that such an 
ereiuDg had never been spent before. Indeed, it only rates 
second to the Twelfth-night, and much remmded ua of that 
meeting; yet so closely allied, as you veil know, are plea- 
Eorea and pain, that several timea, and particularly doting 
tie singing of " Ah, Perdona," many tears were shed by 
firiendly eyes. Our cordial visitors are now joam^ing bome- 
ivarda. My cavaliers are all gone to bed, and I am delight- 
fully employed, endeavouring to give you an idea of our 
pleasm*. I wish you could get this to-morrow mornir^ ; hut 
at such a distance, as Mr. Lamb says in his letter to Baron 
Fidd, the spirit and unction of the thing quite evaporates. 
I was haunted so constantly with yoor image during the 
evening, that I was almost tempted to believe in the theory, 
that what we earnestly and intently desire becomes realized. 
Is there any chance of se^ng you corporally among us again? 
Mrs. Shelley playfiilly tells us we do not love you, or we 
should go to you. .... 

To Aethue GUDDON. 

Albaro, 2ith July, 1823. 

Mb. Gliddon, — Sir, — I have to inform you, sir, by desire 
of a person of diatinction, to wit, myself, iLat I have no sort 
of pity for your troubles ; and that it is an insolent pretension 
in you, sir, not to pretend anything in adversity, but go about, 
as you always do on such occasions, exhibiting unaflected 
manners, and behaving kindly and good-humonredly to eveiy- 
body. Of what use, air, let me ask, will authors and books 
be of, and treatiaea of philosophy, if persons, troubled both 
in fortune and the hip-joint, and feirly worn thin with suffer- 
ance, are to conduct themselves in this abominable manner, 
without one help even from Seneca or Plato ! 

Deab Mr. Arteub, — I long to see you, and have some 
more of your grave jokes. Do you remember quarrelling 
witji your " love " in the Usmpstead fields, and tossing het 
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the penknife she gave you out of yoar waistcoat pocket ? Do 
you remember Mrs. Quickly, and hoiv ahe would have no 
brawlers? I remember everytiing, so pray remember us 
poor esilea. I wifih you would write me a letter full of all 
the gossip you can think of. Mrs. Shelley will tell you what 
a charily it is at this distance ; and siace I have been away I 
lave become ^e most prodigiona tattler (in inclination) upon 
-other people's afiairs (in En^and) that you can imagine. 
Miss Whataheroame, that used to make bo much of that re- 
current old gentleman in Tavistock Street, and he perpetually 
^iog to the play, does not beat me. Tell me not only about 
all my friends, but your own, for I shall know them all by 
instinct. IS you can't write a whde letter, Mrs. Gliddou 
must help you. What of Mrs. John Gliddon 7 (to whom, and 
his wife, and such of the children as recollect me, pray re- 
member me kindly.) What of Mr. Thomas Gliddon, and 
Alicia Gliddon, and Mrs. Gliddon, senior, and all the Gliddons, 
you Gliddon 7 Let me know, since you know, and " then 
we shall all know, you know." How is Mr. Wbatshianame, 
who once kept a school at Hampstead, and sAerwards lent me 
a boob 7 And Mr. Morphett, how is he 7 Does the Raines 
" set in " as he used to do 7 How is the parrot ? Tell me 
all the bad things you can about " Wilful Woman," for I know 
she'll tell me none herself, nor anybody else, nor you neither. 
Novello also— I expect all the news of him, which he does 
not give me himself ; and, by the way, don't spare your wife. 
— ^Dear GUddon, beHere me, very seriously and sincerely, 
youis, 

Leiqh Huht. 
Tou must wear a ring which I send you. 

To Alistatu Gliddon, 

Albaro, 25th July, 1823. 
Peach-face, — I have no more good paper, so 1 write to you 
upon bad, which you will not mind, because yon are full of 
good-nature, and because you'd be as glad to see me in a 

14—2 
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corduroy jacket as a bine coat, if it " wasn't my misfortone." 
What are you doing ? Whom do you see ? Where do you 
go ? And how do yoa do 7 Let me know all ; and tell me 
particularly of your health and Mr. Gliddon'e, thongh Miss 
Kent is kind enough to write me often upon that head. Do 
you rit up all night with sick children as you used to do, and 
do other intolerable things? Ain't you glad to see the 
Indicator at your tea-table again 1 The thought of it refreshes 
>iim eren now, afl«r his writing ; so he sends you a little piece 
more of him, in, the shape of a ring, which he hopes, with 
the permissioa of the other on your finger, yon will wear at 
a becoming distance from it. You see how modest absence 
renders me : but yon know I had always the knack of making 
impudence and modesty kiss and be Mends; so there is a 
Christmas-comer salute for you — and so, good-nighL I hope 
you and Mary Novello get out in the fields again, now you 
are delivered from that Covent Garden tie of yours amidst 
the smoke and noise. Pray think as badly of all as you can 
now, and of everything connected with it, except your old 
fiiends. If you are not so well off in some things as before, 
or rather in some prospects, you must be better off in every' 
tiling else, health particularly; and what is there in the world 
like health and affection? I only wish you would give 
Mr, Gliddon half as much of the one as yon do of the other, 
and he would be aa merry as he deserves to be, and as he 
helps to make others. God bless you. Talking of these 
things makes me grave ; but gravity cannot help being at the 
bottom of all our best feelings, whether they look grave or 
not in the face; and whenever it hns to do with an affectionate 
feeling, even in times of the greatest sorrow, cannot but 
bring a certain pleasure with it. God bless you, — Your 
afiectionate friend, 

L.H. 

We have already seen allusions to books written by- 
Miss Kent upon a branch of Bcience which she system- 
atically studied. Her chief botanical works were Tiie 
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Flora Domestfca and the Sylvan Sketclies. Tliey com- 
prised a very clever account of the plants usually found 
in English scenery, or moat conveniently cultivated in 
English gardens, or even in the little garden which the 
town-prisoned man can cultivate outside his window. 
The scientific descriptions were enlivened by a good 
Btore of (quotations from the poets and classic writers. 
In these works — even in the midst of moving at a dis- 
tance — Leigh Hunt took an active share, contributing 
lai^ely towards the classic and literary materials. Spe- 
cimens of this correspondence are given amongst the 
other letters, for indeed it materially helps to illustrate 
the writer's character. 



To Elizabeth Kent. 

Florence, March, 1824. 

Dearest Bees, — Thank yon for yom nice long letter, for 
its gOBsip, its kinduees, its sense of duty, its hope. You will 
come, rest ctBsured ; and it is not tbe worst thing in the world 
to be so occupied meanwhile, especially as it is all for one 
another's eakes. .... 

When you speak of your new work, I hope you mean the 
one on trees, for I can help you a great deal with it. I have 
already got some curious memorandums, but not having been 
able at the time to put them together, I did not send them, 
blinking you were to get ready your bookiness as last as 
possible by way of appendix. Pray tell me that this is not 
true and that I may go on collecting my memorandums, 
I wiil send them you from time to time. The present ietter 
brings you the tranalationa for your new edition, besides one 
or two others which I think you will like. Try and get the 
poems of Madame Deshouliires. I think they would please 
and suit you very much. There ia a cheap stereotype edition 
which I would send you if I had a carrier. I hope by this 
time yon have seen the first number of the Wishing Cap 
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* It wjli-^qieaf o v o ry W Mk.ita rggulai'lj_aa clockjrgrt. AH 
my present energy goes to the manufacture of Wishing Cop^r 

I and to tLe endeavour to nuse the sals of the Examiner all 

\ I can. So pabhsh everywhere that I am ad Infiaite writer, 
infinitely regular. My brother has a lump of tbem ia 
advance, and I manufacture daily — not one of them at a 
time, bat the manufacture is always going on. The articles 

j in my brother's hands are the iDtrodtiction, three articles 
^1 on diiTerent quarters of the metropolis (pray mark the begin- 

\ ning of the one on, the city, which is the last), an article 
" On a pigeon making love " (very proper and philosophical) ; 
nnotlier entitled " Rainy-day Poetry," and tivo called " A Novel 
Party," in whi3i I introduce a company consisting of the 
heroes and heroines of celebrated novels. Tou mast know, 
modestly spea king, that I think all t hese a rticles good, and 
that I never wrote better prose in ijnyjife — I mean good in. 
^ point of style. Among thow; which will come in a week or 
two ifl a prose translation of Gresset'fl Vert-Vert, which I think 
■will amuse you very much. So now, to have done with my 
Tnnities. The Museum 1 and not know it 1 Why, you goose f 
I read there for two whole years, on and off, and it was there 
I began to pick up Italian, So I should have been with you 
in your studies, notwithstanding your, description — for which, 
nevertlieless, I thank you. Farticulars and personal gossip 
are everything in letters from abroad. There are capital 
public libraries here, and I have iree admittance; but then, 
yon know, we live, for health's sake, a little out of town. 
However, I make little driblet additions to my books, as yon 
will see, and am growing a veiy siu^rimng Frenchman, as 
well as Italian. It shall all turn to Wishing Caps. Never 
was enthusiastic hatter more resolute to do everything for his 
"line of business." . . . 

Florence, 27th May, 1S24. 
DsABEST Beb3,— Podtively I will never again be led into 
delay by the dislike of writing a short letter, and the hope of 
being able to send a longer. Mind, I call all the gods U> 
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■witness — and moreover make you a promise in the manner 
the most binding upon me of any (you. know whnt that 
is). So now for a short letter till "Wednesday nest, being 
the 27td of June, when I mean to chat with you by appoint- 
ment ; for nothing Bhall hinder me on that day, visited or 
unvisitad. 

I send off my 17th, 18th, 19th, and 20th articles on the 
1st of June; and the batch following, for the Ist of July, 
will contain a criticism on the Flora. I hope it will appeiir 
about the time of the second edition. Hero are the trans- 
lafiona you wished. Martial's inscriptions on platcB and 
diahes (for it ia among these that two of your quotations are 
found) are, tti say the truth, very dull things in general, at 
least to an English apprehension, I have endeavoured to give 
■ them a turn, not unfaithful to the original, and perhaps pre- 
senting us with some of the spirit which the Romans may 
have found in them. 

Poma SUI7WM Cyleles, ^c. 



" Kgb and mlEcbtf fhUt are we, 
.AjipleB of great C^bele. 
Speed tbec, Trai'ller; or tliy crown 
Brings UiG pelting rain down." 

The word apple (pomum) was applied by the Latins to the 
fruit of all sorts of trees. In English fir-cones are still 
called fir-apples. 

Barbara de piaiB, 4rc 



" From Britain's painted eodb I cam^ 
And Baaket is my bsrbaroos name. 
Yet now, ao modish am I grown. 
That Borne would clum me for her own." 

This is a carious instance of the antiquity of the word 
baiixt, which may jairly be derived iiom Bascanda. 
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Displicent nexce. 
" lUband* from the linden tree 
Give ft wreath no charm* for me." 

This is Horace Bpeaking. He ia telling hh Berrants not to 
make ostentatious preparations for the wine he is going to 
drink under a bower, nor to add anjtting to the simple crown 
of myrtle for hia head. Fhilyra ia generally translated the 
hark of the linden tree ; but it means the delicate skin tmder- 
neath the bark, from which the andents made ribands for 
their garlands, 

Ebriaa ineinctua philyra, ^c. 



Until you told me the other day, I never gathered from your 
letters that you were at all advanced in your tree book, much 
less that jou had nearly done it. So, partly from illness in 
the first instance, and partly from occupation with Wishing 
Caps afterwards, I have only got the following memorandums. 
I send them to you rather to show you I had been thinking 
about the work, than from any hope of their being useful. 

Pbeface. — Vitality of trees. — The leaves, their lungs, &c. 
Many have thought they hare sensation. — The Arabians, in 
their imagination, even gave them a language. — Trees once 
furnished altogether the habitations, meat and drink, and 
clothes of some nations — still supply us with medicine, furni- 
ture, houses, food, ships, and instruments of numberless sorts. 
— Furnished wood for the statues of gods formerly, as they do 
even now for those of saints in the south — were dedicated to 
gods — rendered the co-existing abodes of wood-nympha. — 
The insides of our cathedrals are supposed to have been sug- 
gested by those noble twilight walks which are found by 
stately groves. Z do not attempt to enter into all the thoughts 
which are su^csted to poet and philosopher by groves and 
woods; but it is curious how often thegreateat and best things 
of nature are apt to be forgotten or carelessly passed by among 
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civilized nstionB for want of a hint to their imaginations, or 
something (I am really aftaid I must use the tenn) like a 
&ahionable m«roonuidnm ; and as children and rustics in old 
time have found out healing water and sacred treasures, &c, 
so a book of the present humble nature would &in be the 
instance, if it could, of pointing out some of the greatest 
BOtircea of pleasure in this wood-abounding country. Besides 
frnlt and iiimitnre, and other utilities, great and small, it may 
be said that trees help to supply as with poetry and reflection. 
They rejoice us when we are glad ; and wbiEper calmness to 
<mr sorrows. It has been said by a great authority that 
" man docs not live by bread alone." It may also be said 
that roan does not live in bouses alone ; he lives in &esh air, 
in exercise, in the healthy dominiona of nature. A walk 
. under the trees is like music for soothing the spirits, &c. 

AuTHOES TO QUOTE. — Davidson's Virgil; Smart's Horace; 
Natural History, with designs, I think, by Daniel (Mr. Hunter 
had itj ; Cowley's Plants ; W. Browne ; Linnaius's Tour in 
Lapland; Smith's Travels in Italy (but these are chiefly for 
Aowera) ; yvhite's Selboums (which contains some admirable 
things about trees and their inhabitants); Keaia's Syptrion; 
Shelley; Wordaworth; Coleridge; Milton; Creech's Theo- 
critus; Spenser ; Chaucer; Evelyn's Silva, &o. ; Decameron. 

Acacia. — There are large woods of it in the Theban terri- 
tory, the country of Pindar and Epaminondae. When the 
French were lately masters of Italy, they planted walks of 
trees in many of the cities, and made a garden even in Venice. 
Among others, they adorned the walls of Florence with an 
inner wall of trees, among which the acacia predominates. 

Aloe is supposed by some to be an Arabian word; by others 
a Greek, derived from the word signifying the sea, which they 
love to grow near. Aloes abound in the mountainous part of 
the Italian coast 

*■ Its arms tba everlasting aloe threw." 

Bee Gertruds qf Wgoming. 

Almond (Amygdalus) is Kud to be so called from the scari- 
fied appearance of the integument, and of the green bark. In 
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the atory of PhylliB and Derooptoon, it is prettily said Phylliit 
lamenting hia absence, which she thought Tolontaiy, was 
chtiDged into an almond tree withont learea, and that oa his 
Tetnming and embracing it in a passion of tenderness, the 
happy tree bunt into foliage. 

Arbutus (Greek Comaros), bo called from its keeping its 
coma, or " head of hair," in -wiater time, for the rest fall oflE. 

Bufibn'a cnrioos link of trees with animals. 
' Faaueniis Crispus, a very clever man, according to Seiteca, 
fell in loTe with a tree, and used to kiss it, and lie at ita fiiot 
and bathe it widi vrine. . . . — Ever your most affectionate 



" A Ratrtty cmvn ivill I compose, 
I'll weave the crocuB, weave tbs roae; 
Fll weave ustcimiis, newly wet. 
The byaisDth and violet; 
And myrtle ihsU jupplj me green. 
And lilies laugh in light betweee: 
That ihe rich tendrils of my beauty's bsir 
Ms; burst into their crowning flowers, and light the punted air." 

This delicious little Greek poem is one of those which 1 
always seem to scent the Tety odour of, as if I held a bunch 
of flowers to my face. Perhaps, by-the-by, yon can make 
something of this remark. 

Send me always as many verEes to translate as you can. 
They give me no sort of trouble. 

Add this to your article (if you can). Poppies. — A. friend 
informs me that there is a pretty ficljoa ia one of the Latin 
poems of Mr. Landor, in "which Cerea is supposed to have 
given rise to the poppy to assuage her anguish during the 
search for her daughter. My friend would have translated it 
for this work, but he obeys an injiinction in the poem, by 
which tie eiilogizers of "the poppy are warned how they eu- 
logize it too much. Indeed, the most merited praises of this 
"balm of the gods" cannot be accompanied with too great 
cautions i^ainst the abuse of it. 



ad b, Google 



1824.] UlTTEHS FEOM ITALY. 219 

Florence, 2nd June, 1824. 
Well, Bebi, I am this day tuiiiitem^ted, and mean to 
remain so ; I ooght to say we, for my wishing-cap waa on 
loDg ago, and if you do not kmow and feel that I am vith yon 
this moment, why — you are not the person I took yoo for. 
But you do ; that is certain. It is astonishing what a quuti^ 
of things are done at the same time. To gross eyes for 
instance, you^TOu]d now appear to be writing, and uCting in 
London, hearing the wind or rain (for I presume there's no- 
thing else yet), and wondering perhaps what your absent 
friend was writing at the same moment: whereas, thongli 
indeed you arc doing all this to said gross eppreheDsion, 
and I am doing jnat the same here in Italy, yet we know very 
well at the same time that we are really in one another's 
preamce, asking and receiving how-d'ye-do's, besides affec- 
tionate embraces manifold. As for your bad weather (of 
which I hare read great deluging accountB in the newspapers), 
we have the same here, or at any rate the shadow of it, to 
the great marvelling of the Tuscans. May' — which was all rain 
with you — has been almost all clouds with us ; and the 
Neapolitans, to their consternation, have had snow in April. 
May came in with a delicious burst of fine weather, just as if 
to show us what she could do, and then " kerchieft " herself 
in " comely clouds." She showed ua her divine &ce again 
tie other day, when I wrote last, and now again is ooy and 
willnotbeseen. Indeed, it is now June; andyetJune — yea, 
even Tuscan June, is as cloudy as if he had just come from 
England. There is a great ahower coming towards me over 
Boccaccio's house at this moment, preceded by a Wind who is 
by no means a gentleman-nsher, but very boisterous. Mark, 
however, notwithstanding all this, I am writing with my 
casement wide open, and fires have been long unknown 
among na. We acorn fires. I know not what the lemon and 
orange trees in the garden say to the weather ; but they look 
very odd in it. I cannot help thinking that their sunny balls 
are grown paler. The tufted olives, too, seem yearning this 
iray and that, and biistUng with cold. One longs to take 
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than in one'a arms, and warm thent. Meantime, however, 
the couiktty is irt most luxurious oonditiou, and pronuses a 
superabundant sammer. The corn is as high aa mj chin, as 
I walk through it lie poppies and other wild-flowera are 
in excessiTe condition : and the Tines and fig-trees all robust 
and insolent. You 'will see b^ an article in the M. C. entitled 
the Valley of Ladies, that I have been modest enough to 

' become more reconciled to the beauties of Tuscanj. To say 
the truth, the neighbourhood became more leafy and English 
than I had looked for. At the foot of our hill, there ia even 
a meadow, — a meadow of real grass, with the hay newly cut, 
and a clump of trees on one side, that reminded me of the 
beautifiil meadows near to Shepherd's Field at Hampstead, 
You may guess how 1 longed for your company. Dear Mar. 
has got such a habit of staying in-doors, and is grown so 
sorry for having done it so long, that I neither know how to 
scold her for not coming out, nor to bear the want of her 
society even as Z did. But I hope — I hope — I hope : and we 
must all hope, and help one another. 

I hare spoken of Boccaccio's house. It is the one where 
his company pass the first part of their time in the DeconKnw. 
I see the castellated top of it over the trees. Beyond is the 
valley of the Amo, and beyond that the Apennines. I hope 
to send you, before long, a sketch of the scene from my 
window, by means of a portable cojoera ohscura, of which I 
am promised the loan. This is the first day, you must know, 
that I have taken pgasession of the room with tke window in 
it : — no, yesterday was the first, but to-day is the first day I 
have ^int up my little bookshelves in it, and sat conscious of 

' my goods about me. Furthermore, madam, this present 
writing is my first under these circumstances. It is on a 
storey by itself, midway between the upper and lower rooms, 
and very quiet. I could not inhabit it in winter, because our 
Togne of a landlord did not send in his stoves till too 
late, and when they came, they smoked. So it is the first 
time I have had real quiet since I have been here, and I 
enjoy it much. There is only one window ; font it is a good 



ad b, Google 



1834.] LETTERS FROM ITALY. 221 

one, looking out as aforesaid. It is not lai^e, though of decent 
English uze. The wLote prospect till 70U come to the 
Apenninea, is nothing but vines and olive, mixed with a few 
other fruit-trees, and white villas. Pray next time jon write, 
give me an exact account of your own room, and tell me, 
moreover, when you rise and go to bed, and all t^t you do 
meantime. Also, do yoa name a day or two in your turn for 
me to spend with you, as I named the 2nd of Uay and June, 
and tell me all I am to do. But I hope it is not to be dis- 
tant, for again I say, " When, whek, WHEN do yon come 7 " 
Mrs. W. tells me that she shall be here in autumn, at least ; 
this ahe seems to reckon upon, if she does not. come before. 
I have exhorted her to fortify herself with a companion, as 
you will see. Certainly, tmless you could come sooner, 
nothing could be better. She knows the countries, the ways 
of travelling, etc., and two women on a journey amount to 
one man. Let me know about your health. Mine, just now, 
is considerably better. If it were to continue eo, I should do 
very well, and be able to writ« comfortably. 

Signor Gianetti (of whom you may have read in a note to 
the article ou Pisa in the Liberal) has come to Florence to 
study the law, and is in the habit of being with me every 
morning at six to interchange languages : so you see that a 
Tuscan I mean to be. To complele the account of my room, 
and Bet you an example, I will give you even a list of the 
books in my little shelves, as they are not too numerous to 
fill up the pages. The large bookcase is up~staira in the 
dining-room. Imprimis, then, on the upper shelf (and under 
Mr. Havell's drawing of Angelica and Medoro) W. Browne's 
works, tie Gmtle Shepherd, Tales of the Qenxi, Don Qfiixote, 
Arabian Nights, Gil Bias, Fairy Tales, and the two last 
volumes of the Pamaso Italiano ; the reminder of which 
fin up the two other shelves : — so I have soou de^tatched 
them. The two volumes of Clement Marot lie one on the 
Don QuuEOte, and the other on the Gil Bias. Then the 
shelves on my right contain — Upper Shelf— Boilenu, Fables 
de la Fontaine, Sir W. Temple's Essays, Johnson's Ana, 
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(Euvres Diverges de la Fontaine (his Miacellaneoua Poems). 
CatuUuH, Tibullus, and Propertius — Etme del Ariosto — the 
little Virgil yon gave me ; Martial, Juvenal, Ovid's Fasti 
and Trietia, Clandian, Statius, Lucan, Salluat, the Worke of 
the Chev. de Boufflers, the Works of Mad. and Mdlle. 
Deahonli^res, and Anacreon lying over the middle. — Second , 
Shelf: Flora Domeslica, an ItaKan dictionary of mythology 
in two volumes, the History of Fiction, Ovid, TheocrituB, 
Plato's Septtblic, Diogenea, Laertius' Lives of the Philoaophers 
(these two works belonged to dear S.), Homer, Virgil.— Third 
Shelf: My old Spenser, ditto Jdilton, ditto Skakspeare. On 
the table where I am writing lie some English Poets, a volume 
of D'Herhelot, Baldelli's Life of Boceacdo, and Spence's 
Anecdotes. On the table behind me, Beaamont and Fletcher, 
Florio's old Dictionary, and my Greek Lexicon; aad on the 
stove, which ia hke a pedestal, are two ahells, my Greek 
patera, and the Greek Mythology. Over the ahelves at mj 
right is Mr. Keata's portrait ; and over the table a small 
looking-glasu, surmounted by Mr. Havell's other picture out of 
the Penseroso. If I can manage it and be very profligate, I 
mean to put a piaster bust over the stove ; but strange to 
eay, such things are dear in Florence ; I suppose, because 
there ia such a heap of original things for students to copy. 
My catalogue has taken more room than I thought for ; but 
you will pardon it fi>r the sake of the spirit with which it is 
sent. Fray tell me if yon hear anything good said of my 
Wishing Caps ; for my brother after hia usual coid-seeming 
&shion, says nothing ; thoi^h, indeed, he was moved, in hia 
own person, to call the first packet I sen^' Eiin " excellent." 
Think of that. MiHe iacj, baeissimi, from your ever afiectirai- 
atefiiend. 

I could not help feeling emotion at the news of I^ord B.'s 
death, strange as hia conduct was. Poor fellow I he was 
the most spoilt of men ; and I do believe was naturally 
good. 
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Florence, July, 1824. 

Deabest Bebs, — I Lave " ireiglied all tLese tkings " in my 
mind, as you requested, and weighed tiem for a fortnight. 
With regard to calumny, it certainly exists in Florence; as 
■well as ekewhere, particularly as the Bmall number of the 
English gives them, in this respect, somewhat of the appetites 
and Tenomous concentration of a village. But I live very 
much away from them, and in the country ; and to tell yoa 
the truth, this ia not the chief thing that has made me ponder 
and pause in this matter. I believe that one part of the 
public will always, if they can, calumniate any man who 
tries to amend them, and whom thereibre they conclude to be 
their superior; but the great part, perhaps these included, 
win nevertheless be always willing to read one, and let one 
profit by them, provided they are amused by one's writings. 
There are, undoubtedly, other conaiderationa connected with 
■calumny, and such as I am not insensible to ; but believing 
that everything might end well for my &mily, provided I 
could exert my full powers of writing and entertainment, I 
am apt to think the rest of minor account; and in short, 
yon, who are on the spot, very likely know more of these 
matters than I do ; for except that a stray Englishman now 
and then tells me of what is gossiped of other people's affiure 
in Florence or Borne, I read and hear nothing either of theirs 
«r my own. It is imposuble therefore, at all events, for me 
to pronounce in this respect 

But what you tell me of die " fancies " to which you still 
Lave a tendency, make me, I confess, think very seriously. 
If the doubt of the affection which I have for you has been 
the one thing which always disturbed your temper and peace, 
the constant disturbances to which your Jemper was liable 
were certainly, as far as yourself were concerned, the one 
thing which harassed mine; I vrill not enter further into 
past matters of that description. I am sure you are very 
sorry for tbeni, and I am equally sorry that you suffered so 
much in consequence, and that I was induced by the irri- 
tabili^ of your t«mper to fancy doubtless, myself, many 
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occauoDs for remoastrating wiUi you upon it, that might have 
been spared. Had I been viser, I believe I might have done 
away many of the other occasions ; but we are apt to grow 
wise too late, and lam obliged to comfort myself with thinking 
that nobody more coi'dially wished you to be more happy than 
I did, my affection, as I have told you a thousand timea, b^g 
greater for you than foT any other human being, next to my 
wife and family ; though doubtless it would have been some- 
what added to, as I have told you also, had not the temper 
yon derived from your constitution secretly led you to doubt 
whether I had ao much, and then given occasion to make me 
render the doubt stronger. We have all faults that require 
mutual indulgence ; and your error consisted in picturing to 
yourself an affection as if this fault of temper did not exist, 
and then being angry that it was not entirely of that amowU. 
Tou must read all this in the very kindest tone, for so it is 
spoken. If I am graver than nsnal in any part of my letter, 
it is from finding that I do not appear to have the same 
chance as I thought I had of Beeing us all comfortably 
situated here together. 

It is not, however, incompatible wifli the greater afiection, 
(indeed it is quite the contrary) to say that I desire your 
comfort and tranquillity, and those of dear Mar,, above any 
other consideration ; and it is behaving like the very best, 
and best tempered affection, on your part to desire the same 
for me. I thank you very much for the candour of what you 
have stated, and must deserve the same cordial though painful 
thanks from you, by telling you, that as you still think your- 
self liable to those &ncie3, and hold yourself bound in kind- 
ness to forewarn me, so, I ou my part, in consequence of the 
progress of years, and the perpetual demands made by 
intellectual labour on my constitution, am certainly not a 
whit stronger, if so strong, to meet them without exhibiting 
anything angry. I should be so vexed at their appearance, 
especially after the patient and tranquil manner in which you 
have borne yourself bo long, that I should infallibly be most 
d ; and a series of these agitationa would have the 
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worst possible effect both on myBelf and yonr sister. At 
present we are tranqoil, and by means of keeping primitive 
houra, and indeed living in a primitive manner in every 
respect, contrive to get through all our duties, though tiey 
Bometimes half kill myself, and oftener your eister. But 
unless, dearest Bebs, you brought to us as total a power of 
suppressing youxHelf in the iault mote immediately your own, 
OS we both find ourselves under tlie necessity of suppressing 
those that belong to us, — why, I will say nothing — for I am 
weak still to pronounce an opinion which I am loth to 
present to my own mind ; but at all events, this matter must 
Vk Auther discussed, before I could say that we ought, any of 
us, to hazard our present tranquilliiy, and our future hopes 
of family good and comfort, by a pressure upon feelings, of 
which oiu- situation would not afford the disturbaace. I 
will touch upon one or two points by way of illustration. You 
say you still ttink you are right about my " objection to 
eager defences." I daresay you are : but your mistake hes 
in overlooking the sort of thing defended. I used lo be sas- 
picioua, for instance, when you made an eager defence about 
temper ; but I should never have been suspicious, had you 
made an eager defence about an actjon of charity, or the 
account of a matter of fact. On the other hand, if 
Mrs. were to make an eager defence about her tem- 
per or micerity, I should have some objections to it; but not 
if she made as eager a one upon her want of stinginess, or her 
power to write a romance, and so on with others. You m^ht 
have expected me, with the progress of years, to have become 
very patient in everything. Impatience is not so much a 
part of my temperament, as yours, and I am undoubtedly 
bound to be more so than you are ; but though I can go on 
very well, and with more general patience than ever, if 
enabled to cultivate my tranquillity, I certainly feel myself 
liable to more particular agitations. A fit of agitation could 
only be avoided or overcome in me by the most painfu. 
exercise of patience. 1 should be days before I recovered 
it, perhaps ; and what would become of my writing mean- 
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while? Think of this, and let it dimimah as much of 
mj dignity in your eyes, as it may, so tbat it enables yon to 
judge me rightly. 

Your sister still throws up blood in a most distressing' 
manner, almost daily : and one of tlie sorest causes of its 
appearance is mental agitation of any sort The weather has 
been singularly against her here, owing to the Eurpriaing- 
, inclemency of the season ; winter and spring excessively 
cold, and now summer either violently hot oi fierce witb 
st«nus; but if I could only secure to her a decent length of 
tTEUiqnilli^, the eingulari^ of her constitution is such that 
everything might be hoped from iL As to the non needle, It 
might easily have been managed, and would, ttudonbtedly, 
have been beet, though she seemed to think you unsocial ia 
not saying anything about her. Meanwhile, at all events, 
cultivate society and your books as much as possible, and 
believe me ever the same afiectionate IHend, 

L.H. 



P.S. — I have forgotten Tom and his glorification. We fear 
by your not writing again, that they have not gone on sO' 
swimmingly. It is eaay to mippose that Tom will turn out a- 
good actor, though I should have thought he would have been 
best in comedy ; but a great tr^c actor, I confess I cannot 
so easily fancy him. Actors, however, are strange fowl, and 
there is no knowing. Your account of him set us all in the- 

P.P.S. — Your sister has read this letter since I wrote it; I 
coald not but try to persuade myself that the danger was 
more on the side of the tattlers than of temper ; but you are 
both wise and kind to be so candid, and show more afiectioa 
for lue than if you had not been. Write immediately on 
the subject, and let ns talk further. Is there no way? 
no means of indulpng all hearts, and keeping out all heart- 
burning 7 

Write again, and take in the meantime mille bacL 
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Flortaet, ls( Septmber, 1824. 
Dearest Beds, — I have receiTed yonr letter, imd was 
eUrtled to fiod how long it had been once I had written ; but 
when you hear that I have been writing a Img set of prayers 
and meditatioDB for the aee of those who are not of the 
Established Keligious Opinioo, which I felt it my duty to do, 
and which baa half killed ni«, I shall be forgiven. Add to , 
this, that we have no longer any female servant, so that I help I 
to nurse the child, and that my broth er's refasal to insert 
the Wuhing Caps every weelt, -has. put me upon the necesBity 
of accepting employment elsewhrare, in order to add to my / 
annuity of 100/. a year, and you will, I am sure, put the i 
kindest and least melancholy construction upon everything I 
have said and shall say, if it be only to make the burden of 
all our common anxieties as little as possible. I could have 
given a great deal to be able to answer your letter on the 
spot. These long posts are frightful things, when the feelings 
ars concerned. But patience, patience. This is my old 
lesson, and I am obliged to pmctise it still. You are vety 
much in the wrong, if you suppose that anything is in the 
way of your journey, as &r as concerns Marianne. She was 
disconcerted indeed at your taking no notice of her in your 
letter, except by what seemed to imply a horror of having 
anytliing to do with her needle-work. Needle-work is a 
thing for which she herself has much less respect than 
formerly, though she is still forced to attend to it. But 
she J8 quite persuaded, as well as myself, that you could 
have been of pleasanter seirice to us than in that manner. 
I dwell the more upon this, because you evidently mis- 
construe the feelings under which she alluded to your 
non-mention of ber. You did not mention her at all, 
that is certain, nor allude to her, unless the mention of the 
needle-work included an allusion ; and you should not put 
the hardest constmction upon a sense of omission, which 
might arise from a modification of the very kindest nature, 
imd I am quite certain did so. Your sister would be extremely 
glad of a female companion. Stronger as our union has grown 
15—2 
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every day, she has nererthelees learned in this amcions solitade 
to agree with me, and to know the value of those additional 
props which, under certain trying circumstances of life, bring 
further support andafiection ahout us, without weakening the 
old ones. The very nature of a trying affection, — urging, 
because it haa to atruggle with worldly troubles,---requires 
thin, and loves to divide anxiety. So much has the want of 
eociety affected myself sine* we have been here, that I am 

' oertun it has helped to undermine my bodily strength. The 
stiffness of age has oome into my joints : my legs are sore and 
fevered ; and I sometimes feel as if I were a ship rotting in a 
stagnant harbour. When we received your first letter, I 
confess it startled ns both ; for our whole hope and salvation 
is in. tranquillity, and the retaining strength enough to work, 
which we already do vrith difficulty, — she with her bleeding 
cheat, and I with my beating temples. "Writing still reduces 
me sometimes to a frightful state of nervouanes, and the very 
least iright and surprise brings up the blood out of her mouth, 
sometimes by a cnpfull. Think of that, and of what necessity 
to her it is to be tranquil. But I think both of us might still 
live many years, and in comfort, if comfort will come. A 
tranquil companion, prepared to make the best of everything, 
and to consider self-comfort as only the result and reward of 
a refusal to make it a consideration at all paramount with the 
comfort of the many (I mean otir own many, all of ua included, 
but included as all), would be a piece of heaven come down 
npon US. But the fancies yon spoke of, and which you seemed 
to announce to us, reminded us of those past circumstances 

' under which you did so tnach injustice to your most generous 
qualities, and which I never should have alluded to, if you 
bad not alluded to them yourself. Yon spoke of these ; yoa 
spoke of them also aaapart, though not the chief part, of the 
objection that might be found sgMust your coming ; further- 
more, you bade me well think of it ; and finally, you bade me 
not conceal any thought to which they gave rise ; adding ^t 

but I will quote the whole passage. I will only premise 

Ibefbrehand, that the doubt which you thus pl^nly expressed 
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as towhetLer tlie thought of a journey to Italy gave you more 
pain or pleasure, added to the comforts which I thought yon 
enjoying, and the accounts repeatedly sent us from various 
quarters cf your comparatiTe health and good looks, made me 
the less anxious in being candid; for I have long learnt to 
consider myself almost as absolutely nothing in any scheme's 
success, howevei hard this solitude endeaTours to make me 
, think otherwise. If I conld only secure bread for my children 
aft«r my death, and think your sister would be happy, and 
picture yourself to my imagination at least tranquil for the 
rest of your days (for the interest I take in all your weliares 
is intense), I feel oflen as I could retire to a lone corner, 
and die at once, out of gratitude. Whatever comfort or tran- 
qcilli^ I look for, I can at all events never partake, unless I 
think yoa all partake it, whether absent or present. So, for 
God's sake, put the kindest and least melancholy construction 
upon all I say or do. (My head reels as if it were drunk, for 
I have a bad head-ache.) The foUowing is the quotation ; — 
" I have had hard lessons, and have no fear that temper would 
ever overcome me as it has done ; but I know the tendency 1 
have to feel every appearance of slight or unkindness, however 
trivial, and even to fancy them in those I dearly love ; and 
however I hope it may not be so, or believe it will not -be so, 
I cannot pretend to affirm that I shall never exhibit sach 
fancies. How, my dearest fiiend, weigh all these things in 
your mind, above all, the question of consequences to yourself 
from the talking world ; and either say to me that, in honest 
truth, and from the bottom of your heart, you feel convinced 
that no ill consequences will result to you from my visit, or 
tell me candidly that I had better not join you at present. 
Believe me I can well bear it ; for ardently as I long to behold 
you again, so great is my dread of injuring you (and so much 
have I suffered from that thought when you have had littli, 
suspicion that I did so), that I realhj do not know whetlier pain 
or pleasure predominates when I anticipate a journey to Italy. 
I entreat you, my dearest friend, be candid and plain with me, 
as I have been with you, and do not in mistaken friendship, 
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«et the port of an enemy. Tou cannot conceiTe what a horror 
I have of this : — it ia worse to me, far worse, thaa absence 
itself." 

Ton Bee this ia veiy strong and full of injunction. It is 
true, you appear to think a comparative nothing of the pro- 
bability or possibility of the tempers in question ; but by the 
great effect which the mention of them had upon me, you , 
may judge of what I think of the comparative nothing of the 
calumnies. I allow, that the latter maybe formidable; but 
by far the most formidable thing of all would be the loss of 
strength and spirit to myaelf, and inability to write. I should 
certainly be liable to get more angry with you for the exhibi- 
tion of them, than ever I was, after all the experience you have 
had, and the nice behaviour you have shown ia the midst of 
others : and the idea of thia, loving you as I do, and exces- 
sively anxious as I am for your exercise of the good qualities 
natural to you, and for your reputation and noble standing 
with others, makes me think that I would rather forego any 
society, however dear to me, than hazard the least chance of 
it, and so render us all less tranquil than we are. I must tell 
you that the comparatively slight way in whidi you talked of 
this point alarmed me a good deal more, perhaps, than it 
ought to Lave done, considering what you say of it in your 
last ; but In all my feeling on this subject, you may see of 
what infinitely superior importance I hold it to all other con- 
siderationa. A iamily of love may be a heaven in itself, and 
defy the world. It may retwn all the cheerfulness to say the 
most entertaining things, and all the spirit to do the best and 
kindest for society ; but when I think any more of the smallest 
discord, and other tad contradictions to good and comfort, a 
thousand reflections pour upon me, that force me to go through 
any other ptua and wretchedness, rather than hazard an evil 
BO overwhelming. Mind, I say this with reference to your 
former letter. If you thought these tempers of auch compara- 
tively trivial importance, it is hard if you could not fortgo 
them once for. ail, seeing what an effect the apprehension of 
the least of them has npon me. But this, as well as the effect 
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of the talkiog world, is for you to determine upon, not me. 
At least, I cannot take the whole of Buch a determination upon 
myself, especially as I cannot poaaibly know anything of what 
may, at present, be or be not suid against me ; otherwise, to 
tell you the truth, I would know it, I am not afraid of 
«ncoantering any face of evilB, short of that which should 
deprive us all of present strength and ilutnre hope ; and I 
think it a mistake in reasonii^ on your part, not to have aet 
aside your consideration for me in thi& respect; in order to be 
able to know how to conEult with me upon it in a greater. 
Observe, I put it down to no other account than a mistake in 
reasoning; for I know how many things are construed in less 
noble senses, that ought to be put down to that account 
in all of U8 ; and I feel persuaded, on the same account, 
that had you earlier known the mistakes you committed in 
matters of temper, as a mere business of greater or less 
reasoning, all the pain you underwent might have been spared 
you, as &r as I and your si^er could have done it away. It 
is inconceivable how much may be done by the mere absence 
of this infirmity, and how much rendered impossible by the 
reverse. But the fault was not yours, certainly not the 
greater part of it, and originally. I lament bitterly every- 
thing I may have done to exasperate it, — anything which 
need not have been done, or might have been done otherwise; 
though I will not, for your sake or my own, suffer this regiet 
to distorb me so as to hinder whatever tranquillity or strength 
I can obtain for all our sakes. But I remember well how 
you were brought up, and what ill extremes and examples, 
on Buch matters, were resorted to and set before yoa, examples 
which tended to give you no affection or respect for those who 
complained of you so violently. But all must be foi^iven in 
this world, especially when we think how they themselves 
have been modified by education and circumstances. You 
tell me not to give you any hope at all, rather than subject 
you again to beart-aickening disappointment. The injunction 
is a very awfiil one to me ; but as I regard you as linked with 
all the interests and hopes of my life, I cannot cease bo to 
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regard yon, tinleas I thoiight yon coiild be perfectly traoquil 
without some reflection on your own part ; in whicli case, 
whatever pain I might suffer myself, I would tell yon at once 
to give up all hopes of coming to Italy, unless a total change 
took place in my family condition. I would tell you bo now 
purely to render you more self-poaaessed and energetic, if I 
thou^t it would do HO. But there are dilemmas, as yon 
must know, in many cases, that are equal on all udea ; and 
we are all in one at present. Why do you not make a coa- 
£daut — Z will not say in tliis matter — of your friend Miss 
Eose, for I believe she was always of a different opinion with 
you on those poiuta, or of your new friend Mrs. WiUiams, 
who expresses a great regard for you, and mighi help w all 
to an opinion ? "Write to me at all events, very speedily, and 
very tranquilly and nobly, that I may see what you can do 
under such a dilemma in your best manner, and this will be 
a guide to myself such as will be of service either way. Be 
sincere with me yourself, at the same time, in your turn ; and 
tell me if it be in your power to hope nothing. We are all 
weak, more or less, and in a thousand things are we all igno- 
rant. Therefore must we all help one another, and make no 
ungle one responsible for any measure neceasaiy for the many, 
if it be inevitable. Your anxious and ever affectionate friend. 



Do not be uneasy about my affairs. I have had a fourth 
offer from Colbnm to write for the New Monthly Magazine, 
which by the way looks well for my present standing with 
the public, whatever the W. Caps may say ; and I hope I 
shall receive considerable additional profit from it. Go to 
Nooello directly, and he mill show you a long sUUemenl which 
Mr. Brown has liad the Idndtiess to draw up about my affairs ; 
by which you mill see the whole state of them. By the way, 
Mr. B. knows nothing of the question pending between you. 
and me, and never speaks of you but with respect and regard. 
I believe I told you he was a great admirer of your book. 
He likes indeed both your books, and ia himself writing a 
long £iiTy-tale. You must know aAer all, that I think your 
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little book beaU your large one. "Lily and Giddy" are 
"fnmiliai- in our luoiitlia as household nords." The children 
growing up are prepared to like the writer exceedingly, and I 
can tell you, would be very much aatoniehed if they beheld 
any temper in her unworthy of her voltune. 

You only need ask the Novellos, or olheis, simply, whether 
they think your coming here would be injurious. 
F Do not foi^t to be quick with Novello, on both points, or 
he will send off the packet on the accounia to my brother ; to 
be soie, he will hare it again. But still go. 

7th Septanher. 
Besst JOSE, — Since writing the enclosed, though it is only 
two days ago, I have quite changed my mind as to one great 
matter. This may seem very quick ; but it ia no less true. 
I nererthdess Bend it you, because it enters into one or two 
things, Tcry necessary for you to know, and because the letter 
itself hae helped to produce the very cbtinge in my opinion ; 
for afler aU which you have heard me say on the subject of 
temper, and seen me prepared to sufier, as well as after your 
own answer to my former letter, I cannot but come to a very 
strong conclusion that you would never again think of dis- 
turbing your dearest friends with that infirmity. I never 
supposed that you could do bo in the former manner, but I 
mean in any manner. It is indeed a childiahneaa, whicli we 
ore bound to sacrifice to a great and solid sense of the impor- 
tance of happiness, say, at least, of peace or patience, — whether 
we are in prosperity or adversity ; and on this point, I at 
length feel quite convinced. Your intellect, your sufferings, 
your candour in supposing the posdbihty of it, and your 
ehock in finding that the mete apprehension of such a thing 
gave me so much distress (which will have rooted out the last 
tendency in your mind to regard it as a thing allowable in 
minds of a certain quality and information,) have all united 
to convince me. The only thing now remaining ia the 
"talking world," and on this point I confess my own feelings 
are not bo great as those of others, especially as I am about 
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to quit (at least for the preseat) all politics and newspapers ; 
for the caliimnj was no donbc a partj' bosineBs. Bat im- 
donbtedlf I agree with yourself, that we are bound to coneidex 
it ; nor do I hesitate to e&j, that as I csd make up my mind 
to count my own comfort and pleasure aa nothiug in com* 
parison of the many whose interests are in my keeping (God 
knows how truly it is so), I am compelled, at the end of all 
my anxious and earnest meditations on the subject, to come to 
a conclusion that I must treat even a fiiend's comfort in the 
same manner, if the hard necessity of a choice is forced upon 
me. Of the calumnies themselves, whether they still exist, I 
no longer know anythiog, but plenty of persons must know in 
England. Consult some of these. It is a vile task, but one 
of duty. Consult the Novellos, for instance, or Mr. Clark, or 
all, or such sa you think would at once be kindest and frankest, 
and let them determine for ns. If they are favourable, 
come; if not, — seek all sorta of society, and comfort, for 
both our sakes, for we most still be prepared to do one 
another all the good possible, however it may be required 
<^us. 

L. H. 

Tour sister laughs, and bids me tell yon, tiiat if you come 
now, she shall certainly put you upon helping her to get 
throi^h her needlework, — a good hard boat of it too, but one 
and no more. But she is only joking, she says. We have 
got two new subjects for books for you, which ought to get 
you another 501. apiece ; one on Wild Flowers, the other on 
Feaudt Dress, which I will esphun in my next. 

Florence, ith January, 1825. 

Dearest Bebs, — . . . . This is the first letter I have 
written this year ; so pray take it as a compliment, and with 
it the compliments of the season. 

I shall be able to answer your question respecting the books 
in abont a week. Mr. B. has requested me to wait till then, 
becanse he thinks of sending for all the books he has left u 
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Englaad; in which case ;outs could come la the same box 
withoot any ezpeiue. It is much to wait, for books, books, 
IW&s t Ah, you know not the many weary days I paas, 
when I can get no fresh oqss. Yoq peem in a cumparHtive 
state of Elyainm to me, reuding at a bookseller's, even with 
all yonr new troubles; just, I sappoae, as I seem to you, 
residing in solitude among oUve trees. What a pity that 
people cannot interchange the good things they possess in this 
world ! bat I conceive all is for the best end. Nature (if it 
is she that settles everything, not leaving ourselves to do it), 
would not be guilty of so sorry a jest as to get up bo per- 
plexing a masquerade. I hope, as you say nothing about 
them in your last, that yonr frightful troubles in-^oors are at 
an end, or at lea^ have got a truce.; though you never shone 
more in my eyes than while they lasted. I trust I did not 
construe your limitatiou ill, when I made your sister a par- 
taker of the secret. It had the best eETect upon her towards 
you. But tell me if I did ; for you know I like to take 
everything connected with confidence as literally as possible ; 
and neither wish to tell, nor to have any secrets told me by 
anybody in the world, if entrusted lo their keeping. We 
shall send you a box, I hope, shortly, ourselves. Pray tell 
me of any little thing yon can think of, which you should like 
to be put in it. The children are all to send yon something 
apiece, and Marianne. 

Yon made us langh heartily with the stoiy of the beef.* 
You mnst know I have a great horror about hearing about 
Miss M., fcr she once wrote me a letter in which she called 
me a delightful poet, and no leaa delightfiil proser ; which I 
did not know whether to take for a panegyric, or a satire ; so 
I never answered the letter, which was horribly unpolite ; and 

* The stor7 is one that aftervsrdt got into print, and it ii very 
rimplc. Mr. Macready went down to visit Misi Mitford at her 
coQOtTy residence. Borne friends were with her, partaking of her 
luncheon; and when Hi, Macready'i name wai annonnced, she 
earnestly excl^meil,-~''0hl take away the beeT, for here is that 
elegant creature." 
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I have ever Btnce, when I hear her name mentioned, not 
known whether to feel reniorse or satisfaction. I conclude, 
upon the whole, the former ; so if ever you fell in the way of 
her or her friend, pray state tfie case as it really was. Siie 
will have some opinion of my modesty, at any rate, if that is 
a quality which she values " in an el^ant cieatare ;" for of 
courae I am elegant too, aa she does not know me. But did 
this beef story come from her " friend 7 " If so, such friends 
are suspicious. I remember her speaking of Mrs. H. 
in her letter, and calling her " my poor Iriend, Mrs. H." 
This, of course, you will not tell : for you are a real friend, 
and a good secret-keeper, and a peacemaker, and (except 
when you talk of exiles forgetting their dearest friends) have 
no fault to be found with you by your ever affectionate, 

L.H. 

P.8. — ^You do right to keep below during these high winds. 
People in general never think a house can be blown in upon 
their heads, till they are convinced by the catastfophe ; which 
is an excess there is no necessity of going toon such occasions, 
purely from a habit of being safe on others. 

We never hear of such a tting as fires in Tuscany. 

I have no fancy for sending the tragedy a second time. It 
is bad, and not altered, and I have not time to alter it. Tou 
know I took it out of the manager's hands before, because a 
conviction of its unfitneaa came over me. I have no dramatic 
faculty. 

You have got the Martial by this time ; and I hope by 
this time have seen " Harry Honeycomb's Family Journal" 
in the New Monthli/. 

Flirerux, 26(ft F<Arvary, 1825. 
Dearest Bebs,— If the box has not come away, pray send 
me all the volumes of Dolhy'B Universal History hitherto pub- 
lished. They are in boards, aud are 6j. 6d. apiece. I hove 
long been in the greatest want of som^ history, not possessing 
a ^ngle one, but had no hope of being able to buy one. 
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I wonld thank you at tlie same time to procure any good 
thick volume of Chronology, andeut and modern, or modem 
by itself (though not ancient), provided it be not dear. Wiy 
Te^'s do 7 Furthermore, there is a man of the name of 
Pinnock, who publishes profane catechisms of art, science, &c. 
Has he a metaphysical catechiam? and a logical catechism? 
If so, let me have them both — I believe they are aixpence 
each. If you could scrape together aome cheap Comedies 
(except the Suspicious Husband, Bold Stroke for a Wife, find 
Seatix'a Stratagems, which I have), you would oblige me by 
them, — particularly Wycherley's, Congreve's, and Farquhar's. 
Foach at bookstalls for me, and let me know from time to time 
what you find. Oh, how the book advertisements torment 
me ! It seema as if I should get well and happy, could I 
subscribe at Colburn'a, and have a fresh book to read every 
day. However, I must be content with being somewhat 
better, and less unhappy. Should I be going too far in my 
book expeoGes to ask you to put in the box Miss Mitford's 
vrork, Our Village f The title takes me, and what I hear of 
it. I long, long, loDg — oh, how I long to read about an 
Englif^ village again, English meadows, and English woods. 
The little book you sent the children, with pictures — Sural 
Scenes — I have despotically taken to myself, and keep it locked 
up, that it may not get torn. This is hardly a letter, but 
I am late with the Beoiew, and if I do not write to-day, 
I phall not be able to send tiil Tuesday. God bless you, 
prays ever your afiectionate friend, 

L. H. 

Florence, ICfft April, 1825. 
Bebs uine,— .... (I have this minute heard the 
cnckoo for the first time.) We have not had any rain for 
these three weeks, and the weather is as fine as your June. 
But nothing can make up to me for the vrant of proper 
treey trees and grass walks. I am often seized with a desire 
to walk through particular spots in England, generally a path 
in a field. Sometimes I long for the Hendoa rood ; some- 
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timei for that pretty entrance to Hampsteiid from Kentish 
Tonn ; often for tbe Hampstead lanes ai^d the slopes of West 
End ; and often and'oftmi ibr Fetecsliain, tboogh I never was 
there. We are determined to come to England &t all eTenta, 
irhen we can afford it, in order to have our old companioa- 
ship of books. Besides, vre liave reHolved to send all the 
children, one after the other, to the celebrated school near 
Birmingham, which you have heard of. John is going, I 
hope, this summer. This will take money, but I will work — 
work — work — oh, how I will work ! and how I trust I shall 
be able to work, with my new prospect of making a little 
more money. If I were on the spot, among the reviews and 
magazines, I think I could do a great deal. ... . — Your 
ever affectionate friend, 

L. H. 

Fbom Mabt Shellet. 

Fans, ISth Avguat [1823?]. 
Mr SEAS Hdht, — I have jost returned from spending three 
d^s at Versaillea. I went to dine and sleep one night, and 
the Eennys being there, and my dining at their house, made 
me remain a day longer than I intended. H. S. was veiy 
polite, as was also Mrs. S., who in truth is in very delicate 
health ; beudes Elisa and Horace, they have only one child, 
a little girl, two and a half years old, all life and ^rits and 
chattering. Elisa is at home ; she seems a nice girl enough, 
and H. S. seems happy in his domestic circle, pleased with 
France, wliich Mrs. S. ia not, so they will return to England — 
God knows when. I was pleased to see the Kennys, especially 
Kenny, since he is much, dear Hunt, in your circle, and 
I asked him, accordingly, a number of questions. They have 
an immense family, and a little house quite full — and in 
the midst of a horde of unintereetiDg beii^ia, one graceful 
and amiable creature, Louisa Holcrofl, the eldest of Holcroft's 
girls by Mrs. Kenny, she is now, I suppose, about two and 
twenty ; she attends to the whole family, and her gentleQesi 
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and sweetness eeoms tbe spirit to set all right. I like to 
see her and KenDj together, they appear so affectioDately 
fittached. You would like to see them, too ; veiy pret^, 
inth bright eyes and auiniated biit unaffected and eimple 
manners, her blusfaes cover her cheeks whenever she speaks, 
or whenever mamma is going to tell an unlucky story, which 
she has vainly endeavoured to interrupt with, " Oh, mamma, 
not that,'^ Kenny baa just brought out an extremely success- 
iiil opera at the Haymarket. It was to have been played at 
Drury Lane, but " Constantia gone ! Amazement 1" (I made 
ihem laugh by telling tbem thia) refosed to act if he did not 
liave Elliston's part, which would not be conceded to him. 
Foot Kenny is in spirite at the success oF his piece, and ia not 
half BO nervous as he was, neither apparently or really, as 
Louisa tells me. I have a sort of instinctive liking for these 
authors, and, bemdes, was glad to talk of eomethiag with a 
person of observation aAer having exhausted my notliingB 

with Mrs. : so Louisa, Kenny, and I, drew together in a 

comer, and talked first of the Godwins, and then of the 
Lambs. I will reverse this order in writing of them to 
you. 

Two years ago, the Lambs made an excnrsion to France. 
When at Amiens, poor Miss L. was taken ill in her usual 
way, and Lamb was in despair. He met, however, with some 
iicquaintances, who got Miss L. into proper hands, and L. came 
on to YersaiUes, and stayed with the Kenny's, going on veiy 
well, if the French wine had not been too good for him : 
BO I found him no favourite with the S.'s. Poor Miss L. is 
again ill just now. They have been moving, renouncing town 
imd country, to take one which was neither or either — at 
Islington, I think, they said. Eeany was loud in her praise, 
Baying that he thought her a faultless creature — possesung 
every virtue under heaven.' He was annoyed to find L. more 
reserved and shut up than usual, avoiding his old Irienda, 
and not so cordial or amiable as his wont. I asked him about 
Hazlitt. This love-sick youth, jilted by lofelice, has taken 
to felling in love. He told Kenny that, whereas, formerly, 
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lie thonght women silly, aaamii^ng toja, and people with, 
wliose society he delighted to dispense, he waa now only 
happjr where they were, and given up to the admiration of 
thur icteresting Ibiblea and amiable weaknesaes. He is the 
humble eervant of all mrriageable young ladies. Oh, Polly I 
Wordsworth was in town not long ago, publishing, and looking 
old. Coleridge is well, having been ill. I heard little else — 
except that the reign of Cant in England is growing wider 
and stronger each day. John Bull (the newspaper) attacked 
the licenser of the theatjres for allowing a piece to pass with 
improper expressions ; so the next farce was sent back to the 
theatre with a note from the licenser to say that in the farce 
there were nine darmia, and two equivocal words which, 
considering what John Bull said, he could not permit to pass. 
John Sutl is conducted by Hooke, a man I know nothing of, 
but whom H. S. and Kenny joined in abusing as the publisher 
and speaker of greater blasphemies, indecencies, &c. than 
any person in the world. My utter surprise is, why they 

have not pounced upon Valperga — Believe me, 

fiuthiiilJy yours, 

Mabt W. Sbellet. 



2nd October. 
.... Tou must know that Southey has attacked 
Elia's religion in the Quarterli/, and whined over the fote 
of T. L. H. {my favourite child) for not having better religious 
principles instilled into him. This roused Lamb, and, on the 
spur of the moment, he has written a reply, which has ' 
appeared in the London Maz/azine. With regard to rel^oa, 
he turns the tables on Southey, and tells him that no one can 
tell what religion he is of; tella him that any spirit of joking 
that he (Lamt)) may have on that subject, he imbibed from 
Southey himself; telling him that he had all his life made 
a jest of the devil ; saying, " Tou have made wonderfully 
free with, and been mightily pleasant upon, the popular idea 
and attributes of him, A noble loid, your brother visionary, 
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has scarcely taken greater Hbertiea with the material keya 
and mere Catholic notion of St. Peter. You have flattered 
him in prose; you have chanted him in goodly odes; yoa hare 
been" hia jester, volunteer laureat, and self-elected court poet 
. of Beelzebub." What, after this, will become of the satanic 
school 7 Southey has spoken ill of L.'s friends : he calls 
them over, mentioning their various good qualities briefly, 
and then more fully enters upon your character and his 
intimacy with Hazlltt. He says : — " Accident introduced me 
to the Rcquflintance of Mr. L. H., and the experience of hia 
many friendly qualities confirmed a friendship between na. 
You, who have been misrepresented yourself, I should hope, 
have not lent an idle ear to the calumnies which have been 
spread abroad concerning tiiia gentleman. I was admitted to 
his household for several years, and do moat solemnly aver 
that I believe bim to be in his domestic relations as correct as 
any man." He then alludes to Rimini, disapproving of the 
Eubject, but saying, " that it has nothing in common witii 
the hlack horrors sung by Ford and Massinger," and says 
that he looha upon the author of Sitnini " as a TiR n of taste 
and a poet. He is better than eo : he is one of the most 
coidial-minded men I ever knew — a matchless fireude com- 
panion. I mean not to affront or wound yonr feelings when 
I say that, in his more genial moods, he has often reminded 
me of you. There is the same air of mild dogmatism — the 
same condescending lo boyish sportiveness in both yonr 
conversations. His handwriting is so much the same with 
your own that I have opened more than one letter of his, 
hoping, nay, not doubting, bat that it was from yon, and 
have been disappointed (he will bear with me for saying so) 
at the discovery of my error." He alludes to your opiuiona 
concerning marriage, which he says are opposite to his own ; 
but he says neither for these opinions, " nor for his political 
asperities and petulances, which are wearing out with the 
heats and vanities of youth, did I select him for a friend ; 
but for qualities which fitted him for that relation. I do not 
TOL.L 16 
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fmov tvlietheT I flatter mjself with b^ng the occasion, bnt, 
certain it is, that, touched with some misgivinga for Bundiy 
harsh things which he had written aforetime againat our 
jiiend G., before he left this country, he sought a recon- 
ciliation with that gentleman (himself being his own intro- 
ducer), and found it. L. H. is now in Italy ; on hia 
departure to which land, with much regret, I took my leave 
of him and his little family — eeven of them, sir, with their 
mother — as kiud a set of little people (T. H. and all), as 
affectionate children, as ever blessed a parent. Had yoii 
seen them, sir, I think you would not have looked upon them 
as BO many httle Jonases, but rather as pledges of the 
Tessel's safety that was to bear such a freight of love. I 
wish you would read Mr. H.'s lines to that same T. H., ' Six 
years old during a sickness : ' ' Sleep breathes at last from 
out ihee, my little patient boy ' (they are to be found in the 
47th page of Foliage^ — and ask yourself how far they are 
out of the spirit of Chri3tianitJ^^ I have a letter from 
Italy, received but the other day, into which L. H. has pot as 
much heart, and as many friendly yearnings after old 
associates, and native co^IStry, as, I think, paper can 
well hold. It would do you no hurt to give that the perusal 
also." 

He then turns to Hazlitt ; but it is too long to quote. He 
regrets his instability ; but Bpeaks of him with infinite 
kindness. 

I copy all this, dear Hunt, because I am enre it will pve 
you pleasure to find how your friends in England remember 
you. And yon are comfortless, I fear, there, where I would 
fain be, in dear Florence. I do dislike this place; yet here 
I am, with little hope of being quickly elsewhere. I was 
glad to find that you had found an old acquaintance at 
Florence, and shall be happy to see her {could you entrust 
her with my watch 7 but do not write to me by her, or by 
any one, escept the post. I have a particular dislike to letters 
by a private hand, if they have aaything in them worth 
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reading). What a divine place Italy is ! It seema to mature 
all gentle feelings, and to warm with peculiar sensibility an 
affectionate heart ; its wiada whisper a thousand expressions 
of kindness — clonda vanish from the mind as from the sky. 
Here I methinks a ixAi rain ^Ils upon the feelings, and 
quenches the living spark that was lighted there — it is a 
dreary, rainy, cold, itt/elicissimo paese. When ! oh, when, shaE 
I escape I I walked the other day with William to the fields 
about Kentish Town, old friends, I doubt not, of yours. The 
day was fine. Those fields are particularly beautiful, shaded 
by majestic elms, aad looking towards the woody uplands 
of Highgate. Next summer, 1 shall get out to some place 
like this, and enjoy the best part of England, its fields and 
trees. Tet, I love the mountains of Tuscany, its ohve copses 
and ohesnut woods, its dancing streams and vine-shaded 
alleys, and its transcendent sky, better than the green grass 
here. So you were disappointed with the Venus de' Medici ; 
ao was I. She is an artful little thing ; so unpretending that 
you almost think her insignificant, but she creeps upon you, 
she and all her excellences, until you are quite taken with 
her grace and softness. Tou go to the gaOery — that is well; 
you see some society — that also is well. You did not see the 
scenery of Valperga ; but all Tuscany bears the character 
of that scenery ; though the country around Florence, 
perhaps, less than any ; it is too much inhabited, loo little 
oolitaiy. (N.B. — No further notice has been taken of Val- 

perga in the E . Another N.B. — Did you send the copy 

of that book to Mrs. Uason ; if you did not, or have one to 
spare, will you send it across the Apennines to the Guicctoli 
at Bologna, as 1 promised her one, and she writes to remind 
me of the promise. I have asked her also to get a book 
or two for me, which she will send you. You will pay her, 
and forward me the books by the first opportunity. Do you 
know that the duty on my fweign books comes to 14?. — the 
whole packages will cost me idl. ; so beware of purchases to 
biing home with you). Adieu, dejr Hunt, my own Polly, 
16— a 
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and do yon, Polly, write ; for I learn more of the real stale 
of duDga in three lines from you than three pages from 
Hnnt. God bless you all, dear grandchildren. You see I 
have a Isi^ sheet of paper, and will fill it soon ; and again 
declare myself what I now do en attendant, your affectionate 
exile, 

[M. W. S.] 
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Calls to England accumulated as 1825 advanced. Ont 
very pCT^nptory call arose out of a ver^ unhappy dis- 
pute with John Hunt, the elder brother, respecting the 
propirietarj rights of Leigh Hunt in the Examiner, 
which lie was conatrued to have forfeited. This was 
afterwards submitted to arbitration, with an award in 
Leigh Hunt's favour ; and his brother, influenced 
nnquestionablj by third parties, continued estranged 
from him for some years, until they were called together 
ag ain b y the sheer prompting of natural affection, to 
find that the grounds of quarrel had been the result 
or'nusconstrucfjon on both sides. Prospects of more 
advantageous employment were also held out in Eng- 
land, and friends were clamorous for the return of the 
voyagers. 

" We had hoped," writes Mr. Novello, " to have 
sojourned with you at least a fortnight this summer; 
but it will not be. Everything was planned, arranged, 
and fixed, the 22nd of this month even named as the 
starting day; but it was suddenly dashed to nothing, 
and has left me at least disappointed and discontented ; 
in short, my friend, expect us not iu Italy, but come to 
UB at Shacklewell." 

Leigh Hunt and his family were already makbg their 
preparations in the summer. 
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Florence, 16(A June, 1825. 
Mr DEAR NovELLO, — This ia excellent!— I shall, then, see 
yoTi all ahortly I I shall drink tea in the garden ! I ehall 
hear Clarke's grinding and Holmes's yearning I I shall hare 
dear Wilful shaking her head, bat not her heart at me, and 
giving infinite little laughs I Sultaaa the saucy will come, 
irith " dear Mr. Arthnr 1 " and, as Mary says, there will be 
no stopping the Babel but with mu^c. In fine, I shall have 
mud. No disrespect to my friends, but you cannot imagine 
the reverent idea I entertain of a good large welteriog road 
full of right English mud, savage and slush. I require it to 
take the hot dusty taste of Italy oat of my mouth, as the 
Irish chieftain used to roll himself in a quagmire, to get rid 
of the fever of his wine. I rattle away, but my delight is 
deep, dear Novello, aad rnj gratitude as much so. Colbum 
has done all, and more than I espected ; and I am glad of 

the polite and cordial manner in which he behaved 

I Bhall set him down as the most engaging of publishers. 
What I mean to do for him is infinite, but I cannot yet speak 
with regard to theatricals, till I ascertain whether going to 
the theatre will injure my health. Pray make my compli- 
ments 1« him, expressing my proper sense of his readiness to 
accommodate me ; and aay I shall be anxious ta make my 
appearance in Burlington Street 

They did not begin the homeward journey, however, 
until the lOth of September. 

To Elizabeth Kent. 

Yille Franche, 22nd September, 1825. 
Four posts on your side of Lyons. 
Dearest Bebs, — Ton would not have forgiven me, had 
I written to you from Cfaamb^ry. This has an odd soond ; 
but if 1 had, I should not have been able to write yoa the 
good account which I mean to write of Les Channettes. But 
I mast defer It, as weU as that of the rest of mr joamey ; 
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for I do not find myself so strong as I expected on this 
occaaon. It whirla my head, and gives me colda and little 
fevers; so I am obliged to rest as much aa I can. You must 
console yourself, madam, by the honour of having the lull 
amount addressed to you. Dear little Henry has also beea 
ill, and made ub very anxioue; and the change of living has 
afiecled Thornton and Mary. But Marianac says we shall all 
be better for the joamey at last, which hope I accordingly 
entertMQ. She carries herself heroically, and I verily believe 
with profit, as much as the best of ua. The longing I have 
to rest myself is infinite. I feel beforehand the carpeted 
floors and kind looks making me well. In little more than a 
fortnight I shall be with you. Will there be a Iett«r at 
Paris? 

I have brought you a slip of evergreen out of the garden 
of Madame de Warena. 

Tell Tom I profanely blesa the Author of my eyesight a 
doaen times a day. Through his means I had the pleasure 
[probably through the gift of a short-sigbted glass] of dis~ 
cerning the remotest beauties of the Alps, and of being 
frightened with divers beautiful precipices in Savoy. The 
road over Mount Cenis we found as ea^ as one's hand. 
A heavy snow fell the day after we crossed it, which made 
Mar. exclaim, " A piece of good fortune at last." We looked 
tvith a scandalous satisfaction at the carriages we met going 
.to Italy. God bless you. Do not take my fatigue for more 
than it is. I tell it you, because I would tell you every- 
thing.— For England! For England 1 — Your ever affeo- 
tionatfi friend, 

Leigb Hunt. 

Auxerre, Srd October, 1825. 
B£B3 MIKE, — Your sister haa been more jolted within the 
last day or two than during the whole of the journey. The 
Alps were nothing. It is the high roads of France that are the 
tnal : neither is the road we have come interesting, to make 
amends. It wants wood, and even bushes. The neighbour- 



adb, Google 



248 COBBESPOKDENCE OW LEIGH HUNT. [ISSB. 

hood beieaboats ia pretty, with an el^ant little tufted river, 
and Bome of " die Tiae-covered hills " that Mr. Roscoe q>eaks 
of. But the vines grow on straight Kttle sticks, not maoy 
inches high. Savoy was the place for scenery. ChamWry 
ia iiill of nests of delicionsueRs. The French are pleasant in 
their jtiaDncr, hut seem to contain a good deal of ready-made 
heat and touchiness, in case the little commerce of flattery 
and sweetness is not properly carried on. There are a great 
many pretty girls, bat I see no fine-faced old people, which 
is not a good symptom. Nor do the looks of the former 
contain much depth, or sentiment, or firmness of purpose. 
They seem made like their toys, not to last, but to play 
with and break up. Fine &cea in Italy are as abundant as 
cypreesea. 

God bless you. I murt go and put this letter in the post, 
and see if I can fish up an old book on a stall. Anxerre 
is the native town of St, Palage, a man whom I love both 
for his books and hia friendly heart. Let us hope such 
people would have liked us. — ^Ever your most affectionate 
.fiiend, 

L. H. 

Amongst the fiiendly letters of this year I find one 
from Charles Lamb^ which is worth printing for its own 

Frou Charles Lamb. 

Illvsthezzhio Siqnoe, — I have obeyed your mandate to a 
"dttlc. I accompany this with a volume. But what have 
you done with the first I sent you 7 — have you swapt it ■with 
some lazzaroni for macaroni? or pledged it with a gondo- 
lierer for a passage? Peradventuri the Cardinal Gonsalvi 
took a fency to it : — his Eminence haa done my Nearness 
an honour. 'Tis but a step to the Vatican. As you judge, 
my works do not enrich the workman, but I get vat I can 
for 'em. They keep dragging me on, a poor, worn null- 
horse, in the eternal ronnd of the damn'd magazine; but 
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'tis they are blind, not I. Colhurn (where I recognise with 
delight the gay W. Honeycomb renovated) hath the aaoen- 
dancy. 

I was with the Novelloa last week. They have a large, 
cheap honae and garden, with a, dainty library (magnificent) 
without books. Bat what will make you bless yourself (I am 
too old for wonder), something has touched the right organ, in 
Vincentio at last. He attends a Wesleyan chapel on Kings- 
land Green. He at first tried to laugh it off — he only went 
for the singing ; but the cIoTen foot — I retract — the Lamb's 
trotters — are at length apparent. Mary Isabella attribttt«i it 
to a lightness induced by his headaches. But I think I see 
in it a less accidental influence. Miater Clark is at perfect 
staggers 1 the whole fabric of hia infidelity is shaken. He 
has no one to join him in his horse-insults and indecent 
obslreperousneaBeB against Christiaiiity, for Holmes (the bonny 
Eolmes) is gone to Salisbury to be organist, and Isabella and 
the Clark make but a feeble quorum. The children have all 
nice, neat little clasped pray-books, and I have laid out 
7s. 8d. in Watts's Hymns for Christmas presents for them. 
The eldest girl alone holds out ; she has been at Boulogne, 
skirting upon the vast focus of atheism, and imported bad 
principles in patois French. But the strongholds are crumb- 
ing. N, appears as yet to have but a confused notion of 
, the Atonement. It makes him giddy, he says, to think much 
about it. But such giddiness is spiritual sobriety. 

Well, Byron is gone, and is now the. best poet in 

England, Fill up the gap to your iancy. Barry Cornwall 
nas at last carried the pretty A. S. They ai'e just in the 
treacle-moon. Hope it won't clog his wings — gaum we used 
to say at school. 

Mary, my aster, has worn me out with eight weeks' cold 
and toothache, her average complement in the winter, and it 
will not go away. She is otherwise well, and reads novels 
all day long. Slie has had an exempt year, a good year, for 
which, forgetting the minor calamity, she and I are most 
thank Pill 
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Alsiiger IB in a fltmriabing liouse, mth wife and children 
about him, in Mccklenburgli Square — almost t«o fine to 
vifdt. 

Baron Field is come home ikim Sydney, bat as jct I can 
hear no tidings of a pension. He ia plamp and friendly, 
his -wife really a very superior woioan. He resomes the 
bar. 

I have got acquainted with Mr. Irving, tLe Scotch preacher, 
whose fame must have reached yon. He ia a humble djaciple 
at the foot of Gamaliel S. T. C. Judge how bii) own sec- 
tariatB most stare when I tell yon he has dedicated a boct to 
S. T. C, acknowledgiog to have learnt more of the nature of 
Faith, Cbriatiaaity, and Christian Church, from him than 
jrom all the men he ever conversed with. He is a most 
amiable, sincere, modest man in a room, this Boanerges in 
the temple. Hrs. Montague told him the dedication would 
do him no good. " That shall be a reason for doing it," was 
his answer. Judge, now, whether this man be a quack. 

Dear H., take this imperfect uotelet for a letter ; it looks 
BO mnch the more like conversing oa nearer terms. Love to 
all the Hunts, old friend Thornton, and all. — Yonra ever, 
C. Laub. 

After the retani from Italy and a brief lodging in 
town, Leigh Hunt setded in a cottage on the top of 
Highgate Hill, close by bis friends tbe Gliddons, near 
Coleridge, whom ho often encountered in hia walks, 
visited occasionally by Lamb and other friends, and not 
far from Mr. Mathews the actor. Here be writes to a 
friend : " Here is Mathews's gallery close at hand here, 
in Highgate ; — all fiill of wits, actors, and actresses, 
calling out to be admired — Cibber taking a pincb of 
snaEP, as though be stood at the top of Fopland ; and 
Mrs. Bracegirdle, Congreve's mistress, with a waist like 
her name," 

Some pains have been bestowed on collecting answers 
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to letters like the following specimens ; but tlie replies tre 
scattered, and cannot be recovered. 

Pbou Charles Lahb. 

Deak H.,— -I am bere almost in the eleventh week of the 
longest iUoesa m}r uater ever had, and no B]nnptiiias of amend- 
ment. Some had begun, bat relapsed vith a cba&ge of nurse. 
If she ever gets well, yon will like mj house, and I shall be 
happy to diDw you Enfield country. 

As to my head, it is perfectly at your or any one's serTice; 
either Myers' or Hazlitt's, which last (done fifteen or twenty 
years unce) White, of the Acconntant'a office, India House, 
has; be lives in Kentish Town; I forget where, but is to be 
found in Leadenhall daily. Take your choice. I should be 
proud to hang up as an olehoose sign even; or, ratlier, I 
care not about my head cr anything, but how we are to get 
well again, for I am tired out 

God bless you and yours from the worst calamity. — Yours 
•"■j' 0. L. 

Kindest remembrances to Mrs. Hunt. H's is in a queer 
dreas. H's would be preferable ad populum. 

Ffiou Thoius Caupbell. 

40, Upper Segmoar Street Weat, 
ntkAu^wt, 1826. 
Dkab Hcht, — For this detestable passage in Hazlitt's paper 
I am, as I deserve to be, visited with much regret ; but in as 
far as yoa are concerned, I have not the least consciouaness 
of being to blame. There was, I must say, a culpable negli- 
gence in my not rejecting what relates to Mr. S., although I 
declare that, to the best of my remembrance, my odeace was 
no more tlian oversight; for I cotild not have deliberately 
admitted anything eo against him, so meanly impertinent, if 
I had been thinking of what I was sufiering to go to press, 
I know not what I was thinking about, but I suppose I was 
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stupefied by the fiitigne of looking over a long roll of articles. 
The ovemght, nevertheleae, I repeat, wos bUmeable, and I 
am justly punished for it by finding myself made the cat'e- 
paw of Hazlitt's calumny. 

As to yoti, my dear Hunt, I am truly indignant at being 
. made the means of annoying you ; but I asaure you, upon 
my hmour, that the initial F. completely blinded me, and 
that I should not have guessed you the person impertinented, 
unless I had been told so at second-hand irotn yourself. If I 
can tay or write anything that can make you a shadow of 
satisfaction, I am wilhng to do so ; but I suppose you wiU 
despise this devil's aspersions, even though they have come 
from the quarter from which they ought least to have come. 
Besolviog to profit by this painful experience, and to keep 
s better look-out in future, I am, dear Hunt, with great 
regard, yonis truly, 

T. Campbell. 



Fnou Mabt W. Shellet. 

Bartholomew Place, Kentish Touni, 
SOth October, 1826. 

My deak Hdht,— Am.l guilty of any want of tact in 
addressing these few lines to you at the present moment? 
I trust not; or, if I am mislaken in my hope, yet I entreat 
you to set down my nndelay to the account of over-zeal ; and a 
wish, iu part the birth of circumstances, to relieve your mind 
from a part of that care which I know is now oppressing it.' 
I shall be too happy if you permit any act of mine to have 
that effect. 

I told yon, long ago, that our beloved lost Shelley intended, 
on rewriting his will, to have left you a legacy ; I think the 
earn he mentioned was 2,0002. I trust that hereafter you 
will not refuse to consider me your debtor for this sum, 
merely because I ahall be bound to pay you by the laws of 
honour instead of a legal obligation. Ton would, of course, have 
been better pleased to hare received it immediately from dear 
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Shelley's beqaest; bnt, as it is well known that he iatended 
to make Buch an one, it is, in fitct, the same thing, and so I 
hope by you to be considered. Besides, your kind heart will 
receive pleasure from the knowledge that you are bestowing 
on me the greatest pleasure I am capable of receiving. 

This is no resolution of to-day's, but formed from the mo- 
ment that I knew my situation to be such as it is. I did not 
mention it, because it seemed almost like an empty boast to 
talk and resolve on things so fer off. But futurity approaches, 
and a feeling haunts me as if this futurity was not very dis- 
tant. J have spoke vaguely on the subject to yon be&re ; 
but now, your having had a receat disappointment, I have 
thought it ss wel! to exphun in exact terms the meaning I 
attached to my expression. 

I have as yet made no will, but if in the meantime I should 
chance to die, this paper may serve as a legal document to 
prove that I give and bequeath to you, dear Leigh Hunt, tho 
sura of two thousand pounds sterhng. But I hope we shall 
both live — I to accomplish our Shelley's intentions, you to ' 
honour me as far as to permit me to be the executor. 

1 Lave mentioned this subject to none, and do not intend : 
an act is not aided by words, especially an act unfulfilled ; 
nor do I see that this letter requires an answer — at least, cot 
till after the death of Sir Timothy Shelley — when, perhaps, 
this explanation would have come with a better grace; but I 
trust your kindness will put my writing now to a good 
motive. — I am, my dear Hunt, yours affectionately, and very 

obliged 

Mary Wowtonecbaft Shellet. 
To Leigh Hunt, Esq. 

Highgate — Thursday. 

{Postmark, 11th August, 1827.] 

Dear Anmie and Janie, — How do you find yourselves? 

Sitting on a chair ? For my part, I have found myself, for 

nearly this week past, with a great pain in my back, which 

is the reason why I have not called again in Queen Street. 
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I intended to come hat Satnrdaj' for some tea and D. When 
Till you come to <u, and bring the D. vith you 7 You are 
mre to find vs at home. Swinbarne is better, though still 
Tvry ailing, poor feUoir. Thornton, the renegade, has been 
at Ham all this wlule. — Tour ainceie friend, 

Leigh Hdnt. 

Highgate, Slat August, 1827. 
Dead Annie, — I hardly know why I put you to the expense 
of this letter, for I have little power to occupy or entertain 
you atler my fatiguing daily work; and all the news I hare, 
which is no manner of concern except to such good-natured 
friends aa take an interest in anything your aunt will teli 
you. But I do not like to receive a letter from a lady and 
not answer it, especially from one who is also a good girl with 
a uucere face ; so you see you must put up with your own 
praises, instead of anything more welcome. Victoria came 
that evening with her father and Mrs. C. ; and she was very 
amiable, in a green gown and puffed sleeves; and AEr. H., 
I am sorry to tell yon, did cot say so much aa he did 
the evening before ; but then, to make amends, Mrs. C. 
talked to great advantage. Yoor letter pleased me much. 
Always write in that straightforward manner, and aay just 
what you think, and never say what you don't, and you 
will be one of the queens of womankind ; for truth is a 
sceptre before which every one bows. God blesa you, dear 
Annie. Bemember me kindly to Kate and Uatra, and tell 
them I hear and see them both on the stage very often, 
thongh I am not there : so they have an Irish, as well as an 
English audience. — Yaj truly yours, 

L. H. 

For some time after the return from Italy, the family 
had to undergo a frequent change of residence, leaving 
Highgate in 1828, and proceeding almost in each year 
to some fresh abode — at Epsom, at Old Brompton, 
SL John's Wood, and back to a house within three 
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doors of the old home in the New Road. One of the 
most successful works in this period, the Recollections of 
Lord Byron, had scarcely gone forth to the public, ere 
it drew upon the author comments hostile and injuriooB. 
And he was the more puned at this outbm^ of reproach, 
since, on reflection, be saw that the work had been 
dictated, in aome degree, by feelings of temper on his 
own part. Amongst the affairs which most troubled 
him, and for theTongest time, was the dispute about the 
Extaniner, the origin and termination of which have 
already been" mentioned. Other works, which were 
more congenial, were not very remunerative. The 
Chat of the Week was a small literary and artistic 
periodical, not without promise; hnt it was suppressed 
by the interference of the Stamp Office, which required 
the paper to be stamped, because it gave " news." It 
was succeeded in 1831 by the Taller, which had bril- 
liant but, unluckily, delusive promises of success. The 
reason for these repeated combinations of promises and 
failure has ah:eady, in some degree, been indicated. 
The writer brought to his work literary information, 
varied and concentrated in a very unusual degree, an 
animation also not common, and a personal sympathy 
which has very rarely been equalled. These qualities 
attracted a proportionate amount of admiration and 
personal liking, and the earlier evidences of success 
were correspondingly prompt and vivid. On the other 
hand, not only was he without any real knowledge of 
the business part of the transaction, but it is quite 
clear, on a retrospective view, that he could not impart 
to those who were associated with him the precise 
nature of the co-operation which it wonld be most 
useful for them to render. He assamed all snch insight 
to be a part of ordinary business experience or business 
devemess. The result was a want of harmony between 
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the real bent and character of the work as he designed 
it, and the arrangements which were necessary to carry 
it out. Moreover, the same deficiency in his own quali- 
fications tended to prevent his feeling the importance of 
procming assistance even in the literary departments, 
which would have added to the emphatic popularity of 
his own writing, elements, if not more acceptable, yet 
more generally required. To use a metaphor, he offered 
an entertainment which consisted all of high-flavoured 
and peculiar dishes, without the dishes which everybody 
looked for, and without which they considered no meal 
a meal. The Tatler was a publication partly on the 
plan of a newspaper, so far aa literature and the arts 
were concerned, and partly also resembling the Indicator. 
It not only had every appearance of success, but it 
rallied round Leigh Hunt old -friends, and procured 
him new friends. Amongst its earlier writers was 
Barry Cornwall, whose contributions were acknow- 
ledged in such letters as tlie one among those that 
follow. A great part of the Sir Ralph Esher, if I 
remember rightly, was planned and written at Epsom; 
but I see its publication set down in my table of dates 
for 1832. 

Tery early in tliis period, Leigh Hunt's difficnlties 
were aggravated by family disputes, arising out of the 
conduct of other people; and the grief occasioned by 
this was embittered by the death of a favourite son — 
a son, of whom it may be said that he was the &vourite 
of all who knew him, including those of the most oppo- 
site nature and in the most opposite positions. For 
instance, he was the favourite of hia parents and of 
all his brothers and sisters, of his schoolmaster and 
schoolmistress, and, marvellous to relate, of his school- 
fellows. 

Partly the maturing effect of time, pardy the training 
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in adversity's school, now called forth those qualities 
which have been mentioned as the most striking and 
most peculiar traits of lieigh Hunt's character. Amongst 
his female relatives, there was one for whom he had, at 
a boyish age, conceived a very high and a just esteem. 
The evidence of a deep respect for that lady's character 
appeared in letters written as early as 1805. At later 
periods of his life her opinion on family questions 
became of considerable importance. She was a woman 
who, to strong affections and a natural generosity, 
united keen insight and great firmness. Her actual 
training, though not inconsiderable for that period 
amongst her sex, was undoubtedly far dISerent from 
Leigh Hunt's; and where they differed in opinion, 
there is some reason to assimie that the right was on 
his side, though he marred it by taking too harsh a 
view of the harshness which she exhibited. On one 
important occasion, she not unnaturally thought it 
her duty, not only to make very strong representa- 
tions of her views, but followed them up with a 
peremptory dictation, which he declined to obey. She 
then declared that she would take the matter into 
lier own hands ; and the correspondence assumed a 
bitterness which was afterwards deeply regretted on 
both sides. Some few years later, when ho had re- 
turned to England, an accident which happened in the 
lady's own house, trifling in itself, and wholly uncon- 
nected with any previous question, unluckily directed 
upon her second daughter a displeasure as unfosnded 
as it was bitter. On this occasion, Leigh Hunt inter- 
fered as a peacemaker. In that capacity he was 
welcomed by the lady's family. He wrote to. her, 
and she responded with a force and eloquence which 
were natural to her ; and while acquitting him, as she 
always did, from first to last, of any unworthy conduct 
you I. 17 
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on Lis own part, yet she revived old grievances and 
forbade him her houae. He declined to continne tiie 
correspondence in that tone, althoagh still hoping that 
advantage might be taken of the Christmas season to 
do away with this onhappy £amily division. Shortly 
afterwards died his son Swinburne, and he then wrote to- 
his mother-in-law thus : — 



To Mr. and tSas. HmrrEs. 

Eighgate, 25(ft Septemier, 1827- 
Tou know what took place on Saturday last with my poor 
litde boy. 

I tbink, if you could see bis little gentle dead body, calm as- 
an angel, and looking viiet in bis innocence beyond all tbe 
troublea of ibis earth, you woald agree with me in. concluding- 
(especially as you bave lost little darlings of your own) that 
tbere is nothing worth conteating here below, except wbo shall 
be kindest to one another. 

There seems to be something in these momentfi, by which 
life recommences with tbe surviTors; — I mean, we seem to be 
begiiming, in a manner, tbe world again, with calmer, if with 
sadder thoughts : and wiping our eyes, aud readjusting tie 
borden on our backs, to set out anew on our rciads, with a 
greater wish to help and console oneanother. Pray, let ua be 
very much so, and prove it by drowning all disputes of the past 
in the afiectiooate tears of this moment. We cannot be sure 
that an angel is not now looking at us, and that we shall not 
bring a smile on bis lace, and a blesMng upon our beadp, by 
showing bim an harmonious instead of a divided fomily. It ia 
the only picture we can conceive of Heaven itself. He wna 
always for settling disputes when he saw them. He showed 
Ibis disposition to the last ; and though in the errors and 
fiailticB common to us all, we may naturally dislike to be 
taught by one another, we can have no objection to be taught 
by an angelic little child. 



ad b, Google 



1827.] HIGHGATE. 259 

For God's eafce, let ua say no more of these unhappy dia- 
ptites, be the mistakes whose they may. I apeak as one who 
am out of the pale of them, which enables me to be calmer 
than those who are in it ; and if this will leave me withont 
any merit in trying to put an end to them, compared with 
those who will agree to do bo (as I am heartily sure it would), 
the honour which the others will do themselves will be only 
ao much the greater. But what signify such words among 
irienda and fellow-creatures 7 The question is, not who can 
have moat honour, not even who haa been mostright, but who 
can agree that there shall be no more question at all. Nobody 
knows of thia letter but Thornton and hia mother. There has 
not been a hint of it; and I shall keep it a secret till the 
moment when I think you have received and considered it, at 
which moment I ahall commimioate the copy of it elsewhere; 
that nobody may be able to say they have been the first to 
agree to it. And so in the hope that it may turn to good 
(which is a hope, I confess, I strongly entertain), I remain 
your monming but affectionate friend, 

LEiaH Hunt. 

P. S. — Shall we not all meet together very speedily at Ham, 
or Highgate, or St. Paul's Churchyard, and have one of the 
best, if not one of the merriest, of my old evenings 7 Allow 
me to say, without meaning offence to any one, that as the 
object of this letter is to end and not continue discussion, the 
readers will be good enough not to discuss anything past in 
their answer to it, nor take it amiss if I decline receiving any 
answer, in case they cannot oblige me with a happy one. The 
only additional thing I have to say, provided the latter comes 
(and it need only be verbal, if writing is troublesome), is, 
that while caie be taken among ourselves that no allusion be 
made to past differences, unless to show our joy that they are 
over, so, among our other friends, nothing need be said but 
that the differences have been put an end to, and nobody 
remains in the wrong. And so, once more, God bless you I 
and keep us all in peace and charity. 

17—2 
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When a trouble takes place, of any sort, the best way ia to 
try and turn it into a good, and make greater peace than there 
was before. The question is not of merit or demerit, on 
which, perhaps, all the ciromnstancea of life being conadered, 
all persona are equal; but we can be more or less kind to one 
another. 

This letter was effectual. Mrs. Hunter Iiad been 
amongst the first ajid warmest in welcoming her son-in- 
law from Italy. Their characters had afterwards clashed; 
the sense of duty was engaged on both sides in the con- 
flict; but unquestionably he was conciliated by tlie 
warm and unchanging affection which Mrs. Hunter had 
shown for other members of his family, and she was 
overcome by the nnbotmded generosity and charity of 
his nature. No woman better deserved stedfast affec- 
tion than she did, and probably nowhere had he 
encountered a more genuine estfeem and a more stedfast 
regard. 

To B. W. PaoCTER. , 

20fft3fay, 1831. 
Mt deae Pboctec, — I have been blaming myself every 
day, in the midst of a world of bu^ness, for not acknow- 
ledging the receipt of your letter, directed to the Tatler office, 
— and now your generous packet comes to make me blush. 
But I will trust to your humanity for my excuse. I have 
just glanced at your criticisms, but sufficiently to see that I 
shall enjoy them for their own sokes, as well as for the good 
they will infallibly do the paper : for they will be money to it, 
depend upon it: — I Icxik upon them just as if you had put so 
much hard cash in my pocket ; and I wish you particularly to 
leel this, and to apprehend with youi dehcacy all the reasons 
I may have for saying so. Furthermore, I had no lemorse in 
receiving it, iar I know it is what you can do ; and bo God 
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bless you ! As to Pnsta, I love her, for ehe nwltes the gronnd 
firm uwilcr my feet, and the sky blue over ray head. Magna 
est Pasta, et pnevaUbit. And I'll swear you ate quite right 
about Mrs. Siddons, much as I admired Ler. Mrs. S. was 
true after a certain fashion, but Pasta is truth ItEeLf. Yoor 
comparison of Lablache to the " fiimacc " etrikes me so, that 
I mtiat transfer it the first opportunity to one of my opera 
critiques. I must let you know, for my own sake, as well as, 
I hope, for your pleasure, that the dramatic extracts were much 
liked; but always bear in mind, that tbankfiil as I am for 
your assistance, and desirous of getting it, you must absolutely 
not burst your fine head for me. I feel too much sympathy 
with heads, my own being eternally bruised. I am sorry to 
say that your name has accidentally transpired ainong us ; 
but I hare enjoined the strictest secrecy, and trust you may 
depend upon it. And so, once more, dear Procter, receive the 
hcar^ thanks of your obliged and affectionate friend, 

L. H. 

To Mas. FnocTER. 

5, Yoii Bmldinga, ]3(A March. 
Mt dear Mrs, Peocteb (for madam, somehow, is not the 
thing), — I am moat pleased to be reminded of my promise, 
which I must have made if you say I did. I suppose I have 
been conning to keep it ever since: but it is a long way from 
sorrow to joy, and one is apt to get confused on the road. Do 
you know your letter brought the tears into my eyes 7 I 
hardly know why, uuleaa it was that I saw Procter had been 
pouring his kind heart into yours, and you said : — " We must 
have him here instead of the coffee-house, and plant him by 
the fire, and warm him like a stray bird till he sings." But 
indeed a kind word affects roe where many a hard thump does 
not. Nevertheless, you must not tell thi/i, except to the v^ 
masculine or feminine ; though if you do not take it as a 
compliment to yourself, — I mean the confession of my weak- 
ness, — rwhy, you are not Procter's wife, nor Mrs. Montagu's 
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daughter, nor Bbe who wrote the letter this moming to a poor 
battered author. — Veiy truly yours, 

Leiqu Hunt. 

P. S. — ^I eat any plain joint, of the plainer order, beef or 
mutton: — and you know I care for nothing at dinner, ao that it 
does not hurt me. Friends' company is the thing. 

" May you," wrote Ms old school-fellow, newly 
recalled to his .acquaiotance by a favourable critique, 
in the Tbffer, of Aiherton : a Novel — " may you tattle a 
thousand yearn." A more recent friend, who had still 
remained only a distant acquaintance, now challenged a 
personal intercourse, which ripened into the most atfoc- 
tionate friendship ; and amongst those who were most 
faithful and most esteemed, there was none nearer to 
the heart of Leigh Hunt than Laman Blanchard. In a 
letter, dated August, 1831, sending a volume of poems, 
in a strain of modest self-bantering characterizing 
the man, Blanchard writes from the Monthly Magazine 
office ! — 

Pbou TjAjuls Blakchabd. 

Monthly Magazine OJtce, Johnson's Court, 
Fleet'Street, Blst August, 1831. 
Dear Sm, — ... I begged just now for one word — will 
you think me impertinent if I add another? That among 
many other pleasures nriaing from some coaveisations with 
Mr. Wordsworth when in town lately, I experienced a par- 
ticular one in heading him epenk of you in a spirit the most 
kindly and gmteful. No man has a greater right to speak ao 
than he — but it ia not always done ; and I must confess that 
it did aflect me much to hear from such lips an enlogisni upon 
one to whom I am under infinite obligations for a long course 
of moral and literary tuition. For fancying that this and 
the rest that I have said can interest you, I shall hope for 
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your fo^iveness ; aaA I am sure 70U cannot be very angiy 
when I assore j^oa that no oae vishes you more health and 
LappmesB than, dear eir, your faithful servant, 

Lauan Blakgsabd. 

Dr. Bowring — since Sir John Bowring — as one of 
the leaders of the Weatmintter Bevieto, called to offer 
aseistance, in the shape of advertiseinents liberally and 
gratuitously to be bound up with the Westminster 
Semew,' the other two personages in tlie offer being 
Mr. Bentham and Colonel Thompson, " I would 
rather, " wrote Sheridan Knowles, in a letter dated 
March 30, 1831, and beginning " My dear Sir," — "I 
would rather partake of your bread and cheese, with a 
glass of Adam's ale, than of many another man's sirloin 
and port." 

Another friend, who had an important and beneficial 
influence on Leigh Hunt's future, made his first appear- 
ance about this time. The author is acknowledging a 
gift from his new friend — a copy of the original numbers 
<^ Steele's Tbf^. 

To J. F. 
Elm-tree Road, St. John's Wood, 
20th June, 1831. 

. . . . Thursday, as it happens, will suit me better 
than to-day ; and I will do myself the pleasure of being 

1 need not repeat to you how highly your gift is valued. 
I have been carrying it about the house with me, like a child 
who has had a picture-book given it ; and have put it among 
Home favourite books on a shelf, juat before the table at 
which I write, that it may help to give me pleasant thoughts, 
I persuade myself that Steele may have had this identical 
copy in bis hand, perhaps Pope, perhaps my Lady Suffolk. 
God knows how many of the wits and charmers of that time ; 
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and the advertisements look as if Lintot and Tomwo were still 
the booksellers. One feels as if one ought to go and bay the 
New Atlantis at Mr. Morphew'a, near Stationers' Hall; or to 
look at the hnu^ that is to be let at " Moardon," in Snrrey, 
belonging to " Sir Richard Garth." I observe, among a col- 
lection of poems "by the most eminent hands," some pieces I 
never before heard of, " by tlie author of the TaU of a Tttb," 
which makes me think I ought to go and buy them, though 
the book is published by " Edmund Curll," which renders 
them of doubtfiU nuthenticity. In short, when one sees these 
things, does it not make one think that Steele and others ought 
to be eternully as alive among us personally as they are intel- 
lectually ; and that, by some delightful and fantjistic com- 
promise '\vith vicissitude, we should still have their wigs and 
their wit about us, witi Reform and the French Revolution 
besides? in other words, all the old good things that ever 
were, together with all the good new ones ! — Behere ine most 
sincerely your obhged servant, 

LEroH HuKT. 

It wsfi in 1831 that some of Leigh Hunt's new and 
old friends projected the volume of collected poems, 
which was published, in octavo, by the new literary 
bookseller, Edward Moson, of Dover-street, Piccadilly. 
The purpose of that publication was to supply the defi- 
ciencies in the writer's fortunes ; and although, from 
reasons which are obvious in many things that have 
already been said, the project failed in securing all that 
was intended, it had the most welcome influence in 
many ways. By this time, perhaps, not a few of his 
. Ixiends had learned more distinctly to appreciate the 
exact causes of his embarrassmeuts, though indeed 
the difficulty has been a very common attendant upon 
the literary class. " If pecuniary embarrassment he a 
crime," wrote William Kennedy, " then are the records 
of genius a Newgate calendar." A great number of 
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literary men, who had formerly been divided from 
Leigh Hunt by differences of political opinion, noiv 
came forward with the most genial spontaneity to show 
their fellowship in difficulty, and testify their esteem 
for his literary qualities. It will be remembered that 
Leigh Hunt liad occupied no inconspicuous position; 
that he was no obscure claimant for attention, whose 
opinions were unknown or neutral ; and the list of Bub- 
Bcrihers to his book constitutes in itself a remarkable 
tribute to his character. One of the most distinguished 
men in that list, Mr. Wordsworth, giving his name 
to the subscription, in a note, dated Rydal Mount, 
December 19th, 1831, said he was much concerned to 
leam that Mr. Leigh Hunt was suffering from ill health 
and embarrassed circumstances. He regretted that ho 
could do little more than contribute his subscription, on 
account of his sequestered situation. " The con- 
sideration," he observed, "of Mr. Hunt being a man 
of genius and talents in distress, will, I trust, pre- 
vent your proposal being taken as a test of opinion, and 
that the benevolent purpose will be promoted by men of 
all parties." 

Friends far and wide lent their help ; persons 
previously unknown to the writer, in Ireland, in Scot- 
land, in Wales, spontaneously came forth. A lasting 
friendship with Colonel David Lester Bichardson 
began in this manner, while he was residing in the 
Madras Presidency, Another contributor shall speak 
for himself: — 

Grat/'s Inn, Saturday, 21s( June, 

Sib, — I will with great pleasure give to the plan which you 

have communicated to me any little advantage which it may 

derive from my name. I wish to subscribe for one copy of 

the poems, and I heartily wish that it were in my power to 
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do more. I do not know Mr. Leigh Hunt "by «ght ; I dieBent 
fiom many of his opimons j but I admire big talente — I pity 
his misTorttmea — and I cannot think witbont indigaation of 
some part of the treatment which he has experienced. — I hare 
the honour to be, Sir, your faithful serrant, 

T. B. Macaulat. 
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Ih 1833, Leigh Hunt went to live at No. 4, Upper 
Cheyne Row, Chelsea; where the family stayed until 
the summer of 1840. At the beginning of that time 
he wrote the Year of Honeymooni, in BulVa Court 
Magazine. In 1834 the London Journal came forth in 
a partnership with Charles Knight. The publication 
promised to have a brilliant success, but, as so often 
happened with the works of Leigh Hnnt, the success 
was not sufficient to reimburse the labour or the cost 
Two very conspicuous reasons for this constantly partial 
■ result are so obvious as to speak for themselves. 
Although attracting the personal afTection as well as the 
admiration of those readers who took to him at all, 
I^eigh Hunt still spoke with so much speciality of idea 
and expression, that the circle always proved to be 
comparatively limited. The intensity of the fervour 
with which his writing was received invariably gave 
an idea of a wider success than was ultimately realized. 
Again, the immense amount of labour which he be- 
stowed particularly in searching out every point to 
elucidate and to verify, involved an outlay of time and 
of money that could scarcely be returned even by a large 
and certainly not by a limited sale. The expenditure 
in time, exertion, and health was thus constantly in 
excess of the returns. For by far tlie largest propor- 
tion of the labour, all that which simply negatived or 
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felled to elucidate, ioEtead of verifying, remained uneeen 
by the public, but was as conscientloosly and arduously 
gone through as that similar portion which resulted in 
print 

In 1834, Leigh Hunt took the editing of the Monthly 
Hepositortj on a sort of proprietary footing. In this he 
had some admirable assistance, amongst others from 
Walter Savage Landor, from Egerton _'Webbe, and 
from Richard Henry Home. In 1839, Leigh Hunt 
published Captain Sword and Captain Pen; a poem 
designed to dissuade from war by exposing its horrors 
and vain results. In the following year he edited a. 
collection of the plays of Wyclierley, Congreve, Van- 
brugh, and Farquhar. He had already been engaged in 
writing the Legend of Florence, an original play in 
blank verse, which was performed at Covent Garden 
in February 1840, with a very marked success. 

It was unqu^tionably during this period of Leigh 
Hunt's life, however, that he experienced the greatest 
pressure of difficulty. His embarrassments had been 
increasing in 1832, while ho was in the New Boad; 
but bad as they were then, they became infinitely worse 
after he had moved to Chelsea. The fi:iend who, of all 
others, had most actively worked to mitigate difficulties 
and to surmount them, finally had too frequent occasion 
to know in detail the troubles and perplexities that 
seemed almost daily to increase in the face of efforts to 
diminish them. More than once Leigh Hunt seemed to 
feel the necessity of explaining the causes of those diffi- 
culties. For instance, on the Ist of May, 1832, he 
writes to protect himself from the charge of want of 
feeling and impudent pertinacity, 

, . . . You know how many children I have. Tbey 
are constantly beside me, without my having the least hope 
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of ImTiDg tliem a peDtvy. All I praj for, ia to be able to 
work for tbem till 1117 last moment. 

My state of health ia so bad, that I do not tell my nearest 
connections how much I suffec from it. I have constantly a 
bad head, often a bad eide, always a leg swollen and inflamed, 
in consequence (I am told) of the side, and oflen while I am 
entertaining othere in company, such a flow of melancholy 
thoughts comea over me, that their laughter if they knew it 
would be changed to tears. 

I nerer hear a knock at the door, except one or two which 
I know, but I thisk somebody is coming to take me away 
from my family. Last Friday, I was sitting down to dinner, 
having just finished a most agitating morning, when I waa 
called away by a man who brought an execution into my 
house for forty shillings. It is under circumstances like these 
that I always wiite. 

I hare great /am% sufferings apart from considerations of 
fortune. One or two of my children, in temper and under- 
standing unlike the rest, perples me to a degree you have no 
conception of, and oflen make me ill and incompetent when 
other cauBca of trouble are giving me a respite. 

And I have more troubles and great ones. 

If yon ask me how it ia that I bear all this, I answer, that 
I love nature and books, and think well of the capabOities of 
human kind. I have known Shelley, I have known my 
mother. I know my own good intentions, which of course 
milEons partake, and I have other friends who partake of 
Shelley's kindness, though they have not his means, and who 
console me for disappointments from others I thought such. 

And so, dear , pardon and think the beat of me and my 

sorry letters, and come and advise me as soon as you can. 
Ever truly, your obliged and afiectionate L. H. 

Abont a fortnight afterwards, on the 10th of May, 
alarmed at an actual suspension in the supply of bread, 
he writes suggesting a mode of meeting the immediate 
difficulty, 



ad b, Google 



270 COREESPONDENCE OP LEIGH HDNT. [:i832. 

Ton know 107 collection of Italian poetry, the Famoso. I 
gave, many years ago, 301. ibr it, at least — I am told aeveral 
ponnds more ; and 1 understand its valae has risen since. 
On the other hand, it does not look bo fresh as it did then, 
and there b nrnch of my handwriting in some of the TolnmeB, 
which, however, might be no drawback upon it with one who 
liked the books for thdr own sake, for thiscollection, which 
at all events is complete, and contains a great body of poetry, 
including all the popular works, Baate, Taaso, Ariosto, &c. 
I ask half of the above sum — 151. Do yon think yon know 
of anybody who wonid buy it 7 or wonld you mind asking 
Moxon if ke knows? The sum would take me out of this- 
rabble of miseries, and enable me to work again as well as I 
am able." 

Again, in December of the same year, lie writes in 
allusion to a domestic calamity, which hatinted him, and 
under which he suffered desperately for two months. 
He began to hope that he should receive a little more 
consideration. 

So I hope. Oh 1 how valuable is hope I As to thereat, 
the case ia this, and I let you fully see it, partly to excuse my 
having talked about it, partly in case the power of doing 
anything should arise sooner than might have been looked for. 
The circumstances above alluded to, thow of the True Sun, 
the baulk I met with about Landor, another from Tait, and 
the necessity (deficient in impulse, and therefore tedious, per- 
plexing, and I fear ending in having produced a poor thing) 
for writing so long a preface — have conspired to produce one 
of those gaps of extreme difficulty in which it ia not to be 
wondered that a person in ill-health, with such carea aa mine, 
is sometimes to be found. Of these, I have never distressed 
you with a complete notion, but they involve the most painful 
accessories of nervousness, inability sometimes to do anything 
for whole mornings but pace the room or go restlesaly about 
the house, doubts whether I shall be able to have bread for 
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jaj family from day to day, necessity to borrow aliillings to 
get a dinuer or a tea with, constant dnnnings at the door, with- 
boldinga of the family linen by ^e waaherwomon, the mght 
of my children in rags (except the one that I miut send 
oQt), and twenty other mortificationa and distresses pjv- 
fowtd. 

It was towards the end of spriDg, in that same year, 
that he wrote to the same friend thus — 

I look forward with pleasure to our Hampatead walk next 
Sunday. B., through H., has asked me to write verses for 
the months all round. This also gives me a taste of the 
conntiy and of poetry, and it is a task that gives a balm to 
my brain, while it wounds it ; which is what prose seldom 
does. To split my head upon nothing but verses and Indica- 
tors, is too happy a destiny for me to look to. It would be 
Clarence's butt of Sfalmsey compared to the other deaths that 
Idle daily. Excuse this melancholy; I will get up a livelier 
strain, perhaps a little hit of health, if I can, shortly. To~ 
day I am going to a. friend's house, where there is a vapour 
bath, to see if that will do me any good ; and I have faith in 
it to begin, that is a good thing. Perhaps you wi!l give me a 
look in to-morrow before twelve, or come and walk out with 
me then. Pray do if you can. You have no conception 
how much good a companion does me. 

A consciousness that his services in the catise of 
"progress," as it has been the fashion to call it, liad 
never met with reward in the proportion to their prac- 
tical effect, produced amongst his friends and admirers 
a corresponding sympathy, which took the shape of 
practical endeavoars to restore the balance. Those who 
ima^ne that Leigh Hunt was indifferent to his pecuniary 
obligations, in the most curious manner inverted the 
true state of the case. He was so incessantly haunted 
by them, so over-anxious to fulfil all that was due &om 
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him, that he often paralysed his own powers. At a 
later day, he had the means of not only keeping pace 
with the time, but of recovering these arrears ; and 
althoQgh one source of difficulty remained open to a. 
very late year, he never pretermitted the endeavour, 
and derived immense satisfaction from the progress 
made. Thus — to anticipate dates for once — in 1846, 
Leigh Hunt writes to his friend: — 

Kensington, Idtk (?) February, *46. 
. . . . I iUbo want to talk with you very much 
about all aorta of things, past, present, and prospective, ia 
esse and in posae, among otLera my hope of soon not having 
a UDgle debt undischarged ; and meantime, such aa I have, 
are most kind and would never press me. I have only one 
remaining to an ordinary creditor, and he too treats me like a 
thorough gentleman. Upon the strength of all this I found 
myself enabled yesterday to ^ve a few sBillings to a poor man 
in charity, a luxury that I have not had — God knows how 
long, and I seemed ia consequence to sit on my chair taller 
and nobler. Such tendencies have human beings to mount on 
little molehills. 

The severe pressure of the Clielsca period produced 
a renewed endeavour, in which Sir John (then Dr.) 
Bowring took a prominent part to obtain a pension 
from the Crown; his other friend, again, being one of 
the most active in co-ojierating with l)r. Bowring. The 
result was, I believe, that Lord Melbourne allotted to 
Leigh Hunt 200?. out of the Royal Bounty. Some 
relief was thus afforded to the weight of di£Bcalty 
which, aa we have seen, however, was by no means 
limited to the want of funds. There were other con- 
stant drafls upon his resources and energies, which 
were in their consequences worse than mere deficiency 
of means, and which tended to neutralize the cadea- 
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voDrs of his friends ; so, writing from Upper Cheyne 
Row> in 1835> he says: — 

.... Pray show this letter both to P. snd TaUbnrd, 
and let me tail tLe latter in tte most private comer of yonr 
triumvinito ear (ibr none but such as yoa three nmst know aach 
things), that I have at length got a coat to my back, and can 
hare the &ce to join his Menda. Himself of course I should 
not fear; but it takes much nice criticiBm both of head 
and heart to judge properly of the public appearance of a 
threadbare coat ; and it makes me basely uneasy among 
strangers. 

The most serious difficulty to which he alludes 
amongst his children was grave indeed. It is not true 
that " there is a skeleton in every house," but in Leigh 
Hunt's there were two, and one of these haunted him 
long. At a very early age, one of his sons became a 
great favourite amongst all hia relations and friends for 
his sparkling vivacity, his good nature, and ready wit 
His father always supposed that the premature popn- 
larity which these qualities created helped, in the ordi- 
nary phrase, to spoil the boy. Most certain it is ^at 
he was courted and flattered wherever he went, and 
that little fhulties on his part were more than pardoned 
— were made a subject of jesting. He very early con- 
tracted a habit of " saying the thing which is not ; " in 
this hurting himself far more than any one else; for, as 
he afterwards learned, there was no degree of trespass 
which he could commit able to exhaust the charitable 
construction and conscientious solicitude of hia father. 
When the family removed to Italy, an admirable friend 
of Leigh Hunt interposed, thinking that the father put 
too harsh a construction upon the lad's foibles, and his 
volunteer preceptor took him to join a select circle of 
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friends at Rome. Hei-e a very careful eneoui-agement 
was given to all his better qualities, -while the utmost 
vigilance was exerted to check his misconduct, every- 
thing being dooe in the kindest spirit. Bnt, after adtoe 
time, the friend was compelled to send him home to 
Florence, then barely eleven years old. The lather 
bestowed increased pains upon him. Teachers were 
obtained in Italy; and, after the return to England, he 
was placed at an excellent school, which has tomeil 
ont honourable and even distinguished men. The 
master of that school, Mr. Joseph Hine, a. very faithfhl 
and earnest friend of Leigh Hunt's, specially exerted 
himself in the boy's behalf. Still in vain. Soon after 
he finally left school, employment was obtfuned for him 
in a public office, but he had to leave it In the mean- 
while, however, the very remarkable violence and 
irregnlarity of his conduct had rendered his stay at 
home intolerable. He had become a dweller abroad, 
married, had a family, and fell into great poverty. At 
a very tender age, and in a very curious manner, he 
contracted a habit of intemperance. Indeed, he seemed 
to be devoid of any faculty of self-restraint ; and this 
want of control exhibited itself in the most alarming 
forms. On several occasions he attacked his brothers 
with knives ; on one, actually stabbing hisT third brother, 
who was only saved from a deadly blow by one of his 
other brothers, who saw the danger, and thrust him 
down/rom the knife. It was after this, that, in order 
to extort some indulgence firom bis mother, whose state 
of health has already been mentioned, he held the 
carving-knife over the soft part of the head of an iniant 
brother. These facts wonld not have been mentioned 
but for two reasons — to let Leigh Hunt's very slight 
alluuon to this skeleton in the bouse have its full force, 
and also to explain the condnsioD to which the family 

.I'.oogic 



ia3S.T DOMESTIC THOUBLES. 275 

ultimately came — that there was some natural deficiency 
in the man whicli rendered him morally irresponsible. 
A very striking remark was made, not long since, to a 
visitor at the Golden Bridge, near Dublin — a nnnnery, 
whose inmates have a reformatory for discharged female 
convicts — " that those who are incorrigible to the admi- 
rable treatment of the Irish system, seem always to be 
afflicted with some natural deficiency, and particularly 
a, deficiency in natural afiection." Leigh Hunt's second 
son was clever, amusing, agreeable, and, from first to 
]ast, very decidedly what is called " good-natured ; " 
but he appeared to be wholly without that serions in- 
stinctive affection which binds families together. In 
absence, he seemed to lose all recollection of his rela- 
tives and familiar friends, with the exception only of his 
■ father ; for it must be said that, from the very earliest 
to the very latest, he never lost a sense of deference and 
affection for Leigh Hunt, At the close of his life, he 
was sustained by his family ; those about him bore their 
sufferings with exemplary patience ; and his bedside 
was attended in the very last days by bis brother Percy 
and his brother Vincent There is too much reason to 
suppose that this erring son, whose trespasses were ever 
remembered by his family with compassion, bad, in a 
great number of cases, used his father's means, and 
sometimes his father's name; and it is almost certain 
lliat this abuse was extended to caaea which have never 
been traced. The consequences visited Leigh Hunt, 
flometimei in moaey lost, sometimes in still more painful 

One of the fiienda who joined in lending their 

support in difficulty was a lady resident in Wales, 

who became a &ithful correspondent, to whom Leigh 

Hunt paid « vidt in 1835. In the course of this trip 
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he wrote home ; and I select a few passages from his 
letters. 

To Makiahhe. 
Oxford, half-past nine, 21st August, 1835. 

Inqtuiing just now aboat the post, I learn that I can sdll 
get a letter into it, upon paying a ahilling ; and I believe I 
should send you a line though it were to cost me a guinea ; 
albeit I keep counting my money every hour, to see if it will 
last me. We have just had tea, after a journey which I 
should have thought beautifiU, had it been carrying me any- 
where except from my wife and children. I flagged much at 
times, and got very melancholy at nightfall ; but love for you 
all, and the sense of kindness, held me up ; and so I think 
I shall do pretty well, with as many letters from you as you 
can Wf'ite, when you know where to direct, "We purpose to 
be at Stratford to-morrow noon, to sleep at Birmingham at 
night, and he in Chester the night following; so I think if you- 
were to direct a letter for me, " till called for," at the post- 
ofEce, at Chester, I should get it; and what a delight it 
would he ! 

I am writing with yovr pen; which, be^des being a plea- 
sure to me for it's own soke, has saved me firom the necessity 
of using the horrid inn pen 

Mr. Webbe is a great support to me, and I, no doubt, to 
him. We sleep in a doable-bedded room. 

Saturde^, 22nd Augast. 
I wiite this in a very little inn (for we went to too great 
a one last night) opposite a very little house, containing the 
following inscription : — " The immortal Shakspeare was bom 
in this house." It is about the size of the smallest chandler's 
tenement ; but next door to it is another little ino, which 
was the property of Shakspeare's family, called the " Swan 
of Maidenhead." I thought yon would have liked to live 
there next door to your Shakspeare 
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Mr. Webbe and I have been into S.'s biitti-honse, and 
inBoribed otir names, among a beap trith which the valla and 
ceiling arc covered 

P. S. — The jacket has been of the greatest nac ; and I 5 
feci your kindness whenever I open the bag, or use anjr , 
of ^e things you have taken such care about. I forgot 
to tell you, last niglU^ that I slept close to University 
College, — Shelley's. I fancied we were laying .our heads 
together. Mr. "VTebbe continues mending, and is very com- 
fortable. Perhaps tlie people at Mr. Coles' would like to be 
told so. 

To J. F. 

Chelsea, T'tundag. 

The encloaed was waiting for the bearer, and I keep him 
waiting merely to write this brief vpord ofxiHT thanks, God 
. bless you. The business seems in the best train it could be, 
and B. is very kind. I shall love him as much as I admire 
him, before I have done. I send you, with the critique, a 
letter, which I had intended for Mr. Lister, but which I kept 
back in order to speak to you upon it before it went. It will 
be best now, perhaps, not to send it at all, especially as the 
poor Repository ia about to die ; or at all events, to trans- 
migrate into some other shape, altogether unpolitical. I think -i 
I havs_Bufl^ed_enough^in_niy^^mej and may finally b e Taid j 
np, and try to recover ^f my_" scars upon scars," eanecially 
aa'hy sil ence on politi es I shall compromise oo^jrinciple, and 
r eform, Ih antLGod, must progress somehow or other. I 

The " dramatic fiow " has not IBeen interrupted — how can 
it ? — by what keeps the heart flowing. 

Perhaps you will ask B. to take the trouble to read my 
letter to Lister, in case it may suggest anything ? And I will 
also beg you to quote to him my gi'ateful words above; that 
is, if you think they will give him any pleasure. — Your 
afieclJonate friend, 

L. H. 
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CheUea, Ut October. 
. . . . I Iiave got SUCH a Erabject for a tragedy! so foU 
of lovelinees and pity, and final fionereal awe, and with a. hero 
that so hits M. in every point, lender as well as tremendoTw, 
that if he does not fell upon it immediately with all his bouI, 
and bring it out in a very tempest of enddenneas, I wil] send 
him a letter for hia next ticket, of which he shall have reoBon 
to complain. I will tell it yon when I come on Wednesday, 
and perhaps bring a scene, having broka) ground this moTD- 
ing. Nobody yet knows of it but my wife. And so no more 
at present, dear F., from your loving friend, 

L. H. 



Ktmington, \st January. 
. . . . I have done my play ; and am ready to read it 
to thy sovereign ears any day which thou pleasest to appoint 
to thine in all queesy jollity (coughing to wit), 

Leigh Hdht. 

That painted commentary on the fierce text that passed 
between Wentworth and Pyra ("I take leave of you," "But 
1 shall not take leave of you,") is aa good as if he had written 
it. Tte contrast between the potent aristocratic asBumption of 
Wentworth's fece, and the homelier and dogged but for- 
midable security of Pym's, are equally true to their general 
characters, and to the feeling of the moment. Pym has just 
uttered his reply, and is looking abroad upon the re^on 
before him, as if he had already become maeter of it ; while 
the future assertor of arbitrary power, who has instinctively 
got one hand to the hilt of hia sword, is doubting whether he 
shall not put the other, and settle "this fellow" at once : for 

so his half-backward eye seems to call him Then the 

door-way, the very shield over the door, and the Thamea 
with the boatmen below waiting, are all in excellent keeping, 
A. more pleasing unison of history, biography, and landscape, 
I have not seen for a long while. 

Lejub Hunt. 
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Mtmdwf, September. 
As you are Marrelion, and do collect and historify toucli' 
ing him and hia coDtemporariea, oblige me by letting me 
eeise the opportunity of making a Uttle present (a bliss almost 
unknown to me), and accept the accompanying volume. It is 
not north much on some accounts, but it has its pleasant- 
nesses, and there is a life and portrait of tbe fine fellow at all 
events. — And bo God bless you, prayeth your ever affec- 
tionate friend, 

Leigh Hunt. 

4, Upper Cheyne Row, Chelsea, 
2nd April, 1835. 
.... Nerertheless, you are wrong in the New Montldy 
(allow your "sweet senior" to Kay bo) about Lamb's imagina- 
tion, poetry-wards, and of the voluntary order. What you 
quoted from T. is true, yet it doea not undo what I meant, as 
I will shew you, and P. too, and in T.'a company, if one of 
yon will give me the opportunity and a chop, P. shocked 
me the other day by writing to tell me tliat I ivas "cold" 
about Lamb's memory, and that everybody, wBom he had 
heard speak of my little notice in the L. J., had " condemned" 
it. The words were strong, implying mora! defect and dis- 
approbation ; and my first impulse was to give the public 
"explanation," which P. said his Athen(eum remark was 
intended to give me an opportunity of doing ; but be has not 
Bent the Athenteum according to promise, and I am not sorry 
for it ; for on second thoughts I would rather have the public 
think that the la^t word is against me, than sit down and 
elaborately enter into what I may consider deficient in a 
friend's writings. That would be " cold " indeed ; and he, on 
like reSection, will, I am sure, think so too. My notice was 
hastily written, on the spar of the moment; and I endeavoured 
to cram into it all I could, after the fashion of one of my 
little summaries in the Week, and judging Lamb as a classic 
whose bate was beyond a doubt, and could shift: for itself. 
That surely was no ill compliment; and what man has 
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praised him more irequentlj' and warmly tlian myBclf in hia 
lifetime? I loved him eo mucb, and eo thoroiighly under- 
stood, let me say, some points of his character, owing to fellow- 
Boffering of no common sort, that if Gxetz vas anj appearance 
of levity in the article, out of gr&Test gravity did it issue. — 
Toor afiectioDftte inend, 

Leioh HiniT. 

Chelsea, 12th August. 
Tour letter reached me yesterday morning (Sunday) bring- 
ing me the very kind one from Lady Holland, which you 
shall Bee nhea we meet. Yon rejoice me by your information 
about the talk yon had, a portion of my heart as well as 
admiration having always been in that house; and as to 
myself, though a vrarm-hearted friend like you may over- 
rate me, and at a great rate too, still it ehall be to my 
honour and glory to have been able to touch such a friend ; 
and I shan't give up all my right even to the blessing, what- 
ever modesty might say to nine-tenths of it — Tour 

affectionate friend, 

L. H. 

ChtUea, Thursday. 

I have jnst heard, doubtless in consequence of some of 

's doings, that there is a report that / have been writing 

in a conaervativR paper 1 1 need not tell you how pre- 
posterous this is ; but it may do me the greatest iojuiy (to 
say nothing of the pain it gives me), and dierefore I write 
to beg you to do all you can to quash it. 

Do you think I had better notice it publicly ? I need not 
mention him, you know, but only the report itedf. Oblige 
me with a line to say Tes or No.— Ever truly, 

L.H. 

Behold the article; and behold, E got home well, the 
lightning playing before me like a lanthom; and behold, 
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I will greet you on Saturday ; and behold, I hope by thai 
to h&ve got Bome final notion of last scene, perhaps your 
own. Let ua see wJiich can realize it first. Seriously, a 
thousand thanks for the interest you take in my dramaticals, 
and the good you do them ; and believe me ever affectionately 



Thursday, Gtk Jamiary. 
Toa know what it is to be in a whirl of busineBa, and 
therdbre, I am sure, will fb^ive my not being able to send to 
you directly. I will come to you to-day, if lean by any pos- 
sibility go anywhere, except on force of business; and Vin- 
cent, meantime, brings you the latest news. Fray be as kind 
and un-paiit-giving (that is the best word I can think of) to a 
set of performers, most anxious to do all they caa for your 
friend, as you can find it in yonr conscience to be ; and for- 
giye (but that you will be sure to do) all the troubles of any 
sort which friends like you and me are willing to forgive one 
another, knowing there is a clear atmosphere above them all, 
of love and serenity, in which honest hearts ait sure of one 
another. Ton will have a copy of the play the instant I can 
send it. E. T. will act Genevia charmingly, with a right 
lady-like heart and tears ; A. acts the character of RondinelU 
with a solid earnestness ; and whatever is good in M. (a most 
amdouB man) will, I am sure, be hi-ought out in Agolanti, 
which puzzles him with none of the subtleties and the won- 
derful universalities of Hamlet. Then when young V.'s new- 
ness works well on its hinges, he will be a very spirited and 
graceful actor, and meanwhile he understands my Captain 
well, and will look him capitally. I have fancied that orders 
are " drugs " with yon, but pray let Vincent bring me back 
word whether you would like any names (D., or others, for 
instance, if he would not dislike it) to be put upon to-mor- 
row night's list, and for how many (for that is the mode in 
this instance). And so, my dear F., God bless you ; and may 
Fortune (for I am too reverent to make use of the other word 



ad b, Google 



282 CORRESPOSDEKCE OF tEIGH HUNT. [183S. 

on such an ocauion) do eoinethiiig st last, in the lun^, if it so 
please her, for joat erer affectionate trieud, 

L.H. 

If I fail, I shall walk qoietly off, joa know, and go philo- 
sophiL'ally to bed. " Practice makes perfect," as the <xipy~ 
books tell ns. 

. . . The more I think of Henry the Second, the more I 
am sore he would make a glorious drama, crammed full of 
int«reiit. 

Act I. Becket and he gorgeous, and festive, and sociable. 

Act II. Becket an archbishop, and contending widi him. 

Act UI. Becket killed. 

Act IV. Eoaamond. 

Act y. Henrf dies of consummated misery, and of the 
cruelty of his sons. 

But at present, as yon suppose, I return, " vi et armis," to 
my existing subject. 

"Itiepla;! thepUj's the thiogt" 

God bless you, prays ever yours truly, 

L, H. 

Our last evening u>as delagbtfol. May we have many euch, 
happy to all. 

CheUea, Thursday. 
. . . Will yon let Vincent bring me another volume of 
Beaumont and Fletcher f for I have read two-thirds of the one 
I have, aud suspect I shall not be able to resist going all 
through with them. Am astonished at what they would 
have said to you, had you been at their side, iueisting upon 
advance of story, nou-superfluities, &c. Am more astonished 
(ever) at the amazing coarseneaa they mingle with their 
delicacies, and the true love they mingle with their false; am 
delighted with their wit, poetry, and high gentlemanly style, 
&c &c. But Lord I what a gentleman, alter all, was Shak- 
Bpeare, even to their gentlemen ! &c &c &c. &c. The wool- 
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stapler's son, by Bome divine right of love on the part of 
father and mother, or whatsoever mystery it was, was a bom 
prinoe compared with the biahop's and judge's sons. — Ever 
most wnoerely yours, 

L. H. 



To THE Editor of the " Mobhimo Chbonicle," 

Thurtday, 18(A Fehrvari/. 

Bm, — I am loth to trouble the pablic with anything that 
concerns me as an individiial ; but a report has just reached 
me that I have been writing in a " Conservative " p^>er ; and 
aa reports sometimes a[^ar to be believed ia propordon to 
their absurdity, you will oblige me by allowing me to ctmtm- 
dict it. I have the pleasure of knowing some excellent men 
of the " Conservative " party, and indeed of all shades of 
party; and I have been occupied of late with writings of an 
unpolitical description, such at I hoped might asust the 
D&tural tendency which all honourable and generous diq>o- 
sitions have, to do justice to one another : but Beform is 
endeared to me by the BtifferingB and consolations of a whole 
life; I have written much for it, never a syllable against it; 
and it is not likely that the cause which I loved in its adver- 
sity, and which I still tove in my own, I should turn against, 
now that I have the comfort of seeing it prosper. 

Believe me, sir, at all events, that the report is totally 
false. I should as soon think of writing against the snoahine 
which is now striking upon the table before me, and comfort- 
ing the world, — Toiir old and warmest reformer, 

Leigh Hunt. 



F.S. Perhaps the editor uf the £3;aintn«r and 'Ai^ Atlas, the 
two other papers with which I am b^t acquainted, will do m« 
the favour to transfer this letter to their columns. And I 
shotild take it as a kindness in other Eeform papers, which I 
have not the same pleasure in seeing. 
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To A. Hatward* 

4, Vj^er Gheynt Bow, Chelsea, 
6tk May, 1834. 

Mr DEAE SiK, — I was wishing to see the Law Magazine a 
day or two before you seat it me, bo j<m maj gueaa how glad 
I waa to receive it, I was not aware, however, of the note it 
coDltdned. Many thanks for thai also; for the very great 
kindness which you have contrived to put into little compass; 
but after what you say in allusion to it in your note, yoa will 
not wonder at my requesting that you will be good enough to 
imply Bometting in your next, indicative of the change in 
your feelings, especially as I both acquit Lord Brougham of 
ill withholding of his name from the subscription, and bold 
myself, with reason, a person ever obliged by him. Perhaps, 
if he happens to have kept it, Mr. Talfourd will eJiow you a 
letter I wrote on this subject. 

You will be mystified at the Mght of another letter — the 
one enclosed — addressed to yourself. The truth is, I put your 
former communication to me in some such very safe place 
that I could not find it, and so knew not how to address it at 
Mrs. Austin's — late as I was in writing it after oil. Since 
then, I have received two letters from Cariyle, the latter yes- 
terday, in which he says that one Kensington house has failed 
him, and that while Mrs. Austin is looking out &it another, he 
wishes me to increase his chances by looking for one in 
Chelsea. But he does not say how large a oae, or whether 



* In the Xmw Magaane for May, 1S34, appealed the mbjotaed 
pasiage as a note: ic ia neceisary to explain the.Utterin thetext: — 
" ThU was oae of the earliest cases which gave Lord Brongham an 
opportnnitf of diitingaiihiag bimieIC The omiiBion of his uanie in 
the list of inbscriben to the late edition of Mr. Leigh Hnnt'i poema, 
bu, conieqiientlj, giTen rise to a trlflioK degree of obierration and 
snrprite: the sabscription having been anxlouslj promoted by dis- 
tingoiahed men of all putiei, with the view of reacoiog that tTaly 
amiable man and plensare-giting writer &om the pressure of inime- 
diate and Dameiited diatrtw." 
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lie wishes it furnished or unJUmisked. Can you tell me ? and 
ivill yon, if yoa can, have the goodness to send me word 
accordingly 1 You may guess bow I ecjoy the prospect of 
Iiaving such, a neighbour. I hope shortly to tempt you out 
hitherwards, especially when I can add something bo Germane 
to the matter. I reckon upon your not omitting toleration to 
bad puns in your umvereality. — Ever truly yours, 

Leiob Husr. 

It liketh me mightily tliat you like the London Journal. 
They say it is to make me rich I This b a norel^ at any 
rate. 

In the preface to Mr. A. Hayward's translation of 
Faust, a remark was made respecting Shelley's knowledge 
of German ; to this the snbjoined letter alludes. The 
MS. mentioned refers to this translation, which com- 
prised the Prologue in Seaven, and the May-day Night 
Scenes, 

York Buildings, New Road, 

4th December, 1832. 

My nsAE Snt, — I had just gone out for a walk when your 
messenger called on Sunday, and I am ashamed to say that I 
suffered the whole of yesterday to elapse, without calling 
your letter to mind ; but constant occupation and care must 
be my excuse. I can give you little information on this sub- 
ject, but perhaps 1 could procure you better in the course of 
a few days, should you desire it. 1 was away from my friend 
in another country, when he began to read German, and my 
impression is, that he did notmake any very long or extensive 
acquaintance with the literature ; only what he did read, he 
would read exquisitely, and with a thorough knowledge of the 
meaning, making it a point to have a perfect understanding 
of the letter in order that he might leave nothing unperceived 
of the spirit. Of the particular state in which the manu- 
script was left, I have no recollection, except that a few 
passages were not filled up, I know not what preface you 
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allude bo with initials, bat conclude it ia aomething taken 
bom tbe Liberal. I gttess the tranalatioa to have been made 
about the year 1630. Yoms, my dear sir, Teiy truly, 

IdiGH Hmrr. 

To J. W. Dalbt .• 

4, Upper Chei/ne Sow, Chelsea. 
5th March, 183i. 
DziB Sir, — It is a very great pleasure to be able to give 
any pleasure to those who are so senaible of it, and bo worth 
having it, especially when they think themselves the parties 
obliged, though they have been the first to show kindness. 
Pray give Mr. De Wilde my beat thanks for hia message, and 
tell him how much it has gratified me. I hope if ever he or 
you chance to come into thia remote region of the Ixmdon 
saborbe, you will find me out, and allow me to shake the 
hands that write such pleasant things, and are so friendly. 1 
hope also yon will ramble and peregrinate on paper till your 
readers tell you to stop ; which they will be in no hurry to 
do, if they are of my miud ; for au enjoyment of localities, 
after that fiuhjon, combines the novelty of the particular 
portrait with the expression of feelings common and delightful 
to all, — at least, to all who are capable of delight ; and I know 
very few kinds of writing Indeed that are more desirable, 
especially with that mixture of verse and prose which you 
have adopted. The French have plenty such. Almost all 
ours are in verse, and not always worthy of the authora, 
though I think that notices of them, with occasional extracts, 
might fumisb the social spirits of the Zadi/'e Gazette with 
agreeable work. Chaucer would make an iUustrioas head to 
the train, if be had painted' localities as he went, or made ua 

* AmonB the Mendi who originally came to Leigh Hunt ai litenuy 

coiTeipoadents were Mr. J. Q. De Wilde, the preaent sditor of the 
NoTthampUn Mercuiy, and hia schoolfellow and friend, Mr. John 
Watson Dftlby, now living at Thombary, near Bristol, bnt tlien the 
eoBttant compsaioa of De Wilde. 
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feel ourselves on the road with him as a road ; but he haa 
not The oldest journey of the kind, I believe, is the Iter 
Soreale of the facetious Bishop Corbet ; unless one hj 
pavenant (which I do not remember) be older. Cotton 
(Walton's friend) has one ; Gay, in his EpistUa ; Prior (Down 
Hall); and there is Dnibken Bamaby, whose Engliah version 
(if my memory is not mistaken) is as good as his Latin. But 
aew jonm^s are the thing ; nor is it necessary to go for. The 
great point is to enjoy, and to feel oneself in ihe arms of 
nature and one's " inn," and to ^re way to the impulses. 
Bat I am tellii^ you a great deal which yoa knew before. 
Pray continne to give as good proof in the Gaxette, that you 
agree with me in these matters; and believe me, dear sir, 
yoor obliged and iaithfnl servant, 

Leioh HnuT. 

Chelsea, 19(ft October, 1835. 

Mr DEAR Sib, — Kot to keep yoor messenger longer than I 
can help, but at the same time not to delay a moment in 
answering your kindness, I write these few words to say that 
I value yonr present most truly, and for two most excellent 
reasons ; first, because it comes insm the country and is all 
OVER country; and secondly and still better, because it comes 
&oni the heart. And the verses are worthy of the flowers. 

I have been very ill, but am getting well again, alter my 
usual elastic &shion, and am going shortly to give you an 
account in the Journal, of a bit of a tour I have been making, 
a few golden moments of which were spent at Stratford-upon- 
Avon. I tell you this, because I know it wiU please a firiend 
ttid journal companion like you- Very truly ^id tbanklully 
joura, 

Leigh Hukt. 

P.S. — I am in a horror about Mr. De Wilde, and Mr. 
Mackorkell, for not having yet noticed a pretty little iairy 
song of theirs, which got delayed so long that I became 
ashamed. Is it too late now ? but I will take it for granted 
it is not, with such men. 
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Chelsea, I2fA March, 1836. 

Ml DEAR Sir, — I am obliged to write you a short letter in 
return ibr your loog and yerf acceptable one, bo kind and 
flattering to me throughout. How can I be otherwise than 
pleased and proud at such verses on me and mine, and gkd 
that 70a should make them known wherever it pleases you to do 
so? Pray treat me with no nniiiendly ceremony on this or 
any other occasion, but hare as much &ith in me as I have in 
you. 

My healtli is all the better for my involuntary sabbath. 
Hy head (to use the moat coniused image yon ever heard of) 
pat$ tne on itself for a good boy, in being willing to discern 
" the soul of goodness in things evil ; " and sajs, " here ia a 
specimen of it ; " for had I not had the misfortune of being 
stopped in my writing, I should not have been able to specu- 
late upon writing again with a more comfortable cerebellum, — ' 
nay, perhaps not have been able to write at all. 

Be sure I have not forgotten my promise of coming to see 
you ; and the weather looks promising for our summer, does 
it not? albeit March has put on the aspect of a sort oi 
ferocious April. Little Julia is full of thanks tc you ; and so 
am I to Mrs. Dalby for her kind message: but why do yon 
not tell me her Christian name 7 I want to like it, and I 
cannot do that as long as it is a mere initial. It must arrive 
at years of orthography. Ever truly yours, 

Leioh Huwt. 



P.S. — Why I object to that ei^javii^ of me, is, that it 
seems to me to give me a look of shilking, whict I feel not to 
be in my character. And there is a pohe out in the under 
part of the jaw too severe, for my little weU-intentioned 
effeminate chin. With Mr. De Wilde's aaaiatanoe, I tniBt to 
help you to another likeness by-and-by, which appears to me 
a better one ; thot^h in many respects the one you have ia, I 
have no doubt, very like. 

No certain news yet of the Magazine. 
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Chelsea, 29th June, 1836. 

Mr DEAR Sir, — You would have heard from me before this, 
bnt 1 hitve been very ill ; so much so, and so long, as to be able 
to write little to my best friends. Tou must not, therefore, 
take thia short letter as a pioof of until ankfulness to your kind 
attentions. I am getting better again, and feel as if I should 
be as well as I was after my two months' rest at the beginning 
of the spring. And he/ore the summer is out, I shall be very 
much disappointed indeed, if I am not able to remind you. of 
your ybnd invitation to Earefield ; most probahly about the end 
of July or beginning of August. I long to see the place, 
and to take some strolJa with you, and quote verses, and feel 
ourselves enclosed with all sorts of green nests. I enjoy your 
little cottage, which cannot be too little or too humble for me, 
lesC assured, as long as tliere are large hearts in it. I defy 
you to live in a less cottage than I have done ; yet it has held 
Shelley and Eeata, and half a dozen other friends in it, all at 
once; and theyhave made worlds oftheirownwitLin the rooms. 
Keats's Sle^ and Poetry is a description of a parlour that was 
mine, no bigger than an old mansion's closet. 

What a delightful anecdote you tell me of Mr. Haddon. I 
shall treasure It up. And, pray, thank, in your best manner, 
dear " Ann Dalby " for her roses, and still more for her words. 
The goose we eat to-day rejoicing. — Ever heartily yours, 

LsiQH Hdht. 



P.S. — My best remembrances to Mr. De Wiide when you 
■wiite to him, and thanks for his telling you of Mr, Haddon. 
Toil must know that praise from a "Haddon" is doubly 
pleasant to me, because a boy of that name, who was a " big 
boy " when I was a little one, was kind to me at school. 

I cannot bring iJie Magszine to bear at present in these 
political times ; though, thank God, ray pen never felt stronger 
for prose or verse (such as they are) — never so strong, I think, 
for the latter. Pardon this vanity ; but with certain kinds of 
friends one thiolcs out loud. 

VOL. r. 19 
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CMsea, 29(A Oetol>er, 1836. 
IXr DEAR Sib, — I know not what you and A- D. must have 
thonglit of me for my silence ; bnt I reckon npon your both 
having very large hearts, with plenty of room for your friends 
to err in and yet be found at home at last ; and you mii^ 
know, that although I am punctual enough with such friends 
in general, I sometimes take an extraordinary licence the other 
way, partly &om ill health, and partly from a daily hope of 
being better and able to write them a letter something com.' 
mensurate with dieir kindness. In tbis hope, alas I ill- 
healtb is too apt, an«r all, to disappoint me, and each is the 
case at present ; but I could no longer delay to give you my 
warmest thanks for the graceiul and mist overflowing hearti- 
ness of your last communications. I do not even bluah to 
receive your praises ; for how can I, when you utter them with 
so sincere, earnest, and kind a face ; and when, however much 
they may sarpass my deserts, I see that I must deserve some- 
thing, to have been able to excite so much fancy and feeling 
in GO estimable a brain and heart. Fray, understand that I 
grasp your band witb grateful emotion, — and allow me to kiss 
diat of A. D. for her flowers and fruit, which I looked upon 
as her words, and very sweet and relishing they were. How 
quick yoa were vdth your sonnet, on the very day I and what 
a catalogue po&tse yoa have made out of my later efiusionsl 
I am particularly glad that you liked my Cottage, for you are 
one of tiie few persons I particularly thought of in the course 
of writing it ; and I hope you will be one of the first to come 
and see ine in such an one, should I ever possess it, of the 
ordinary tangibility — which my Mends sometimes endeavour 
to persuade me is not imposuble. MeanUme, you see we live 
in the other, vihere, I assure yon, I have seen both you and 
A. D., though you did not know it. You will think tLia the 
less surprising, however, when you consider tiat you have 
been there, and seen me, as you proved by your last; only, 
tihe next time, I beg you will come in, and take possession of 
your room, which is a vety pretty one, up one pair of stain 
(we have no higher floor), and draperied mth the good old 
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Inrge-llower patterns of oar ancestora, a hundred j'eara t^ '; 
furmabed with oak and walnut ; and looking into the corner 
of greensward and flowering hedges which contains my 
trees. 

Tou goesa truly when yon conclude it was illness which 
deprived me of the pleasure of visiting you. Nothing else 
could hare done it, be aasured ; and I fear it will contiaue to 
do so till the next season comes between spring and summer. 
I have had sereral invitations, but would accept none of them; 
and yours will still be first in my li^ I never even go from 
borne to pay an evening visit, except to my friend Carlyle, who 
lives in the street next to me ; and even him I cannot visit as 
often as I wish. And yet, upon the whole, I am better in 
health than I was a year ago, — and, indeed, greatly so,^ 
doubtless owing to these evening precautions in particular, the 
night air being veiy injurious to me. When your last letter 
came, I was more than ustuilly nnwell, and, at the same time, 
very busy with patting the finishing touches to a sort of /air 
companion to the Feait of the Poett, to wit, a Fecut of the 
Blue Stockings, or literary women now reigning, whom Apollo 
invites to a ball and supper. I believe yon will see it in the 
December's New Monthly, and hope you mil discover some 
indomitability of animal spirits in it, at all events ; but it has 
run to great length — about 700 lines, these liliea of literature 
(the ladies I mean) being very numerous. I should have 
answered your letter,, however, instantly, had I not been out, 
taking my usual walk, for then I should not have had time 
to think of writing more at length ; so I hope you will see 
that I have done you injustice, out of my .very desire to do 
the reverse. I have taken a latitude ont of respect to 
longitude. 

But what is worse, I have hunted in vain in every cranny 
and comer for a letter I had, giving an account of the Xour^er 
from his own original printer.* I thought to have gratified 

* Mr. Dalby bad uked for some particulara reipecting '''the 
X^tnger't Coamonplact Book, and its mjitciy of an editor, which joa 
once tlionslit of relBiting in tlie London Journal." 
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foa vtth this, at nil ereaU, bat I have searched and re- 
Bearched in vain. I expect, however, to see this very gentle- 
inon'a ion this evening (if the amazing &I1 of emow does not 
stop him), and will ask him to get his father to repeat the 
account for me, and yoa shall then have it ; — and, at any rate, 
I will confer with you again on the Bnbject in the course of a 
veekor two. All other helps which I can give commniiid. The 
}ook i> very interesting, but your difficulty will be with the 
author's opimom, which it is not easy to leave out without 
hurting the originality of its character, and yet which arc too 
obsolete and not profound enough to be worth retaining, though 
piquant from the sincerity and passioa with which he gives 
them. Neither ih he always correct in his narrations; and 
the spurious delicacy of this age would have some ground of 
objection to several of them, in the tendency he has to dwell 
exclusively upon the animal part of love, — the only 
portion, in truth, of which he seems to have had mtich 
notion ; for you may see that in every respect he was a man 
of strong passions ; and that what he took for a sentiment waa 
but a, part of them. He would have been startled to heai- 
that he did not love the spiritual enough to be able to do 
justice even to the animal. Pray, put any queries tome which 
you think might be of service to you in this matter, and I veill 
answer them when I send you my iriend'a new communica- 
Uon; and excuse this vile little niggling hand into which I 
always get when I write at any length and am not at my best, 
— Ever most truly yoiu^, 

Leigh Hdkt. 

P. S. — I thought to have had this letter franked by Mr. 
Serjeant Talfouid, from whom I have esipected a notice every 
day of hia bemg in town; but it has not come. 

FaoM J. W. Djlldt. 

Sarefitld, IStk November, 1836. 
Mr DEAR SiE, — . . . , Thank you for your prompt 
and foil response to my application regarding theZoun^er; 
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I am looking with solicitude for the narratiTc jou bo kindly 
engage to forward. Mr. Hunt, the bookseller, who is a party 
concerned in the suggestion of the proposed new edition, 
knew a little of the Lounger, and told me that Mr. Beynell, 
■who was his original printer, knew a great deal more; and 
Mr. Reynell, I presume, is your informant. You must not 
let me trespass upon you in this matter ; yet I feel the 
sincerity of your kindness and the value of your hints. 1 
see that the author's opinions will frequently embarrass me ; 
and I had decided upon leaving many of them out of the 
book, even at the risk you mention of hurting the origmality 
of its character. In other cases, when I retained them, I 
thought of appending notes of qualification to the objection- 
able passages, and of corrections to the inaccurate. Will 
this bo the advisable course, or would you point out any 
other 7 Tou have dashed off the Lounger's character in a 
few strokes, and in your own inimitable manner. It is indeed 
piunful to observe how much the animal part of love pre- 
' dominates in him, and how he aeema to pride himself on the 
display of it. Tnily would he have been startled at the 
discovery which you make for him. 

The other day I received some friendly inquiries about 
you all the way from Upper Canada, whither the London 
Journal carried as much sweet teaching as it diffused amongst 
its readers nearer home. The inquirer, Mr. W. Stringer 
(whom you nill honour with an imaginary shake of the 
hand when I tell you that he was in the habit of visiting 
Dr. Wolcot, and cheering his sightless and solitary old age 
with chatting and reajling to him) says — " Can you tell me 
where I am now to look for our friund Mr. Leigh Hunt 7 
I love him still, some Httle differences of opinion notwith- 
standing; and am rcnUy concerned to lose the benefit of his 
taste and industry by the death of the Iiondon Jotimal. 
Everything considered, I have ofiien wondered how he could 
contrive to throw so much comfort into his writings. Good 
luck to him, whatsoever he undertakes ! and may we speedily 
find him inhabiting some of his old castles in the air. For- 
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tnnately die London Journal conclnded with the year ; bat 
his Streets of London is etill unGiuBhed. Pray keep your 
eye upon his literary proceedings, and let me know about 
th'em." He ought to have known me better than to believe 
I needed to be .thus adjured. May we hope to see the 
Streets in a collected form 7 Stringer himeelf is (or 
rather teas) a writer of some spirit, having, however, like 
his friend Peter, a tendency to satire rather than to senti- 
ment — Believe me, my dear sir, your obliged 

and ^thinl servant, 

JOHM W. Dalbt. 

To J. W. Dalbt. 

Chelsea, 12th December, 1887. 

Mr DEAB Sir,— I am, and have been for some days, in 
midst of an unusual heap of business and visitors, and write 
this unwillingly brief letter, in answer to your very kind one, 
out of pure desperation of being able to find a quieter hoar 
or two to give you. I heartily wish we were living near each 
other, and that I could give you hnndreda ; and some day 
I hope earnestly we shall find ourselves in some such contact, 
or not too remote to enjoy summer morns and winter evenings 
together; but at present you know not how I stilt struggle in 
bonds. Your Hare was a most noble one, and excited our 
devouring rejects. I suppose Harefield was t^ed after his 
ancestors. 

Your kind constancy to a love of my eSasionB I i^ain 
witness regularly with never-ceasing thankfulness and pride 
in retaining the good opinion of so cordial a heart and delicate 
a brain. 

Mrs. Hunt — M. A. H., rather — (Mary Anne) joins with 
me in kindest respects to A. D. and yourself. Amersham is 
Walter's birthplace, is it not? Your occupation is very kind 
to you thus far, in keeping you among the haoats of birds 
and poete. Oh, — I did not forget the Lounger, and oflen and 
often have I again spoken of it to the friend in question ; bvt 
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be is a man luxuriosified np to the eyes in gardens aad rose- 
bn^es, and has of late (I believe) completed the excuses 
of his foi^tftdnesa hj being in lore I However, I will act 
the part of a bad conscieace, and rouse him like a sting of 
remoiae. 

" Amidst tlie nuea, Mr. Leigh Hont rean 
Hii crett indigouit, and ezclaimeth, ■ Lounger 1 ' " 

Trusting to communicate something final to you on this 
snbject, 1 am ever, my dear git, your obliged aad &ithful 
inend, 

Leiqh Hunt. 

Chelsea, 13lh January, 1883. 
Mr DSAK Sir, — I had vowed to myself that I never more 
■would send you any acknowledgments of your kindness 
vithout freeing them from their espensiveness by the beau- 
tiful magic help of some parliamentary friend, but as I have 
just recdved a letter from Mr. D. Wilde, in which Le tells 
me that he shall see you to-moirow or next day, and as 
I wish to give you a message for him, and the business thus 
becomes one purely on my own account — in short, a very 
business-like and payment-auticipation-warranting tblng 
(Bentham's ghost will rejoice in that compound participle), 
I have taken the liberty of anticipating the payment accord- 
ingly, which I know yoii will excuse, as you have such a 
dehcate tact for all the proprieties. Taking, then, the oppor- 
tunity of thanking you for your reply to my answer, and for 
the fresh overflow of Christmas good nature which it brought 
with it (which I would find fault with if I could, but I 
cannot, for I never can find any &ult with you, except for 
Uttderralning yourself), may I commission you to thank 
Hr. De Wilde for hia second letter, and to teU him that 
yesterday I received, for the first time, realty promiang 
tangible proofs of the getting on of the depository; bo that 
although I will not baulk his kindness in the^rsf instance 
with r^:aid to advertising in the N. M., 1 look in future to 
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being able to give his jcmmal the otdJBE^iy (I cannot coll so 
sorry a dbbarsement grateful) payment commoa to all advcT' 
tiaeia, monthlj ; I ihall ccmfcr immediately with my publisher 
thereon. Say, also, that I thank him extremely ibr said 
kindness, which was Tery well thought of, and to the purpose ; 
and if I had not thus been luckily enabled to look forward ss 
I wish, I would assuredly have done as such a friend wished, 
and also gallantly speculated upon his recommendations in 
other quarters ; for it becomes " us youth " who think well of 
one's fellow- creatuccB, to act as if we did so, and to give them 
the opportunity (in all handsome reason) of ptovmg that they 
deserve the good word of our said everlasting juvenility. 
Lastly, thank him vtry much for his information about 
Mr. D. God bless you both. It is a beautiful and a pro- 
eperous sight to see two such natures linked together, for a 
friendship of like hearts is a eucetgg immense by itself, apart 
from those worldly successes which, though not to be despised, 
are as mere earth to walk upon, without human beings to 
walk on it. And your feminine portions appear to be right 
harmonioaa portions, which is a success immenser. The elder 
made me younger; therefore I may venture, at this distance, 
and with her husband's permission, to give A. D. a kiss for it. 
— Host sincerely yours, 

Leigb Hunt. 



P.S. — It would have vexed roe more to see that mention of 
the Casket in the Atlas, but for two reasons ; first, that I 
conceive the writer meant chiefly to gird at the Helectors for 
quoting other quoters instead of the original authors ; and 
secondly, and chiefly, because I feel sure that he does not 
know the Casket or its editor. I myself do know both him 
and several writers in the Atlas, and I wilt take care that the 
latter are duly acquainted with my jriend'a merits. 

What weather t The nights are what they call in Sweden 
" steel nights." Isn't that a good phrase 7 
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Chelsea, 20th June, 18D8. 
Mr DEAR SiE,— You must not talk of " debtor," Thei-ft 
is auch regard, I trust, among ub all, aa under no circum- 
stances can be bought or paid for with money, or have aoy- 
thing to do with buying and paying; and to say the truth, 
I was going last ni^t to beg your acceptance of a bust, but, 
as my wife's representative, was withheld by a modest doubt : 
I did not know what right we had to conclude that you must 
needs be glad to be burdened with it on a journey. Pardon 
me for the unloving look of this hesitation. Mrs. Hunt is 
going, next week, to put two or three of the busts in pre- 
sentable condition, for some friends, i. e. lake the seams off, 
and oil them ; and one of them will come to you and Mrs. 
Dalby, by coach, v/itk thanks for all kindness, and heartiest 
regards from her and your sincere friend, 

Leigh Hokt. 

Chelsea, 22nd Octoler, 1838. 
My dear Sm, — Ton overwhelm me with so many repeated 
kindnesses and honours, that albeit I am as little impatient of 
obligation from those whom I love, as some of those vainest of 
vain people called " the proud," would have us be of obliga- 
tion. Tet it gives me a provoking desire to do what I cannot, 
forward every wish you may have, on the instant, — load 
you with all sorts of impossible gitis, and above all, come 
and bring them myself, or at least, come before them, and 
feel myself in a sort of " cottagi- home," of mine as well as 
yours, till I can get one of my " own," in the ordinary sense 
of the word. But — bht— BUT — when will the world have 
done "butting," and let tis pastoral people live in a wiser 
peace? Come, I certainly will nevertheless, when the spring 
comes ; for I feel. Heaven willing, that I shall be better by 
then in every respect, health and all, thanks to a very kind 
and wiM physician, who has taken me under his wing (for I 
was obliged to apply to one at last) ; and part of my non-going 
to see friends at a distance has arisen from a home-uneasiness 
in leaving my numerous family. Mi;antime, I have be^a 
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writing a pky (which has frightened the cooventionalitieB of 
the theatre) and am writiog aoother, which is to be ua- 
eqiiiTocally hormleEs, aad therefore I fear not half so good. 
But if theatres are to be the medium of dramatic profit, 
theatres must have their way. My friends tell me that my 
play is the beet thing I have done, and that I have developed 
a decided dramatic faculty. What think you of that in my 
old age ? But I BUppoee the older one lives, the more dramatic, 
I. «., the more many-other-people-knowiug (to use an Homeric 
compound) oae grows. 

Pray make my loving respects to Hrs. Dalby. When X 
ihank one, of course I thank you both, a beautiihl thing to 
be able ta s^ with cordial tmih to a married couple : and 
Mrs. Hunt joins me in doing the same. Ever, my dear sir, 
your obliged and affectionate friend, 

Leigh Hunt. 

I am glad you recognized me in M. C, I ought to be 
ashamed to ask, — through a friend of mine more eo ; but pray 
t«ll me when yon write next, whether the proposed editton of 
the Ziounger is still going on. 

Your verses are beautiful, and brought grateful tears into 
my eyes. 

CheUea, 2nd March, 1889. 
Mr DEAB SiE, — I regret that I am forced to send you a 
very short letter, in return tbr your abundant one, and its 
equally well-stocked companions (I know not which of the 
two is the more overflowing, the hamper, with its wine and 
applee, &c., or the letter with its heart and soul, and all thn 
delicacies of friendship). I shall receive with the greatest 
satis&ction, the honour of the dedication you speak of; and in 
the package which Mrs. Hunt is going to send, you will find 
your proof-sheets marked in the places which I like best, and 
also with a comment or two that may surest something 
agreeably to what you are good enough to request. Pray 
thank Mr. De Wilde for kU thanks ; also for the repeated 



1884.] LETTEES FROM CHELSEA. 299 

«videiicee he gives of remembering; me in the Northampton 
Mercury, and patticiikrly for what he has said in to-day's 
number, of myself and my friends, in the Musical World. It 
delighted me to have that oppoitmiity of speaking of hiin and 
yourself, and now that I find it pleases yon both, the pleasure 
of it comes back to me like flui^ firagrance. I am better, thank 
God and Dr. Sonthwood Smith ; and if they won't act my 
play (but I hope they will), there shall be two plays printed 
very shortly, depend upon it, — to " shame the tc^es ! " Ton 
remember what the poor poet says to Pope, — 

" Fir'd that the home i^eat him, ' 'Sdeath 111 print it, 
And (hame tha rognei. Tour interest, eix, with Hatot.' " 

If I can contrive to indulge myself with a visit to Amer- 
eham, when the wild roaes are out, may I ask whether a lad 
of mine, of fifteen, would, in any respect, be in the way, as 
my feUow-traveUer. The smallest bed in the world would do 
for na at night, foe we are very good friends. It is my 
jonngeat aon, — Vincent — I think you have seen him. 

"ii the package can bring this letter in time, it shall come 
bj it ; if not, you will excuse my paying the post, as I find 
the envelope has given it a value I did not look for. Host 
sincerely yours, 

L. H. 

Kindest r^ards and thanks to dear Mrs. DaJby. 



To G. J. De Wilde. 

i, Upptr Chei/ne Roto, CKtlaea, 
91ft May, 1834. 
Mt dear Sir, — I am compelled to write you a very short 
answer to your letter received this morning, but it is one fiill 
of thanks and good wisheB. Tour ham, I think, is a very 
proper May present, eatable cold, and fit for the fields. 
Besides, it came to me at a moment when I was much 
haraased, and substituted a pleasant train of thoughts for 
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an unpleasant one ; so that Mrs. De Wilde, not only cured 
the ham, but cured me. Aa to her being unused to such 
offices {I mean the former), I guess she is one of the leaders 
of graceful lives in all things ; and being such, can naturally be 
useful on all reasonable occasions. 

With best wishes, dear sir, to you and yours, and hopes 
that I shall see you and Mr. Dalby, together or scparat^y, 
the next time you come to town — lam your obliged and 
sincera friend, 

Leigh Hust. 

P.S. — My health tries rae hard, as usual ; but I hope now, 
for myself, as well as others, to keep it. A mighty help ! 

P.P.S. — I recognize you and Mr. Dalby with constant 
pleasure in the Ladies' Gazette. Your rindication of the 
Owl particnlarly pleases me. The only fault I ever find with 
either of you is when you misgive yourseWes. Pray add 
entire faith to your hopes and charities ; and, as a part of it, 
take for granted none of those theories you speak of about the 
selfishness that is mixed up with our expressions of gratifica- 
tion. We cannot omit ourselves in our very pleasures; and 
whi) should we? The question is, do we include otkeri? 
Whenever we do the aei/-ishness cannot be merely SELF-ish. 
Something which is not self is in it; even though self conld 
not be equally happy without it. That would be tmo 
selfishness and pure — self-sufficient. The metaphysicians 
want a new term to help them in this ai'gument — ofAerish- 
ness. I have a good mind to write an article about it ; only 
the opposite opinioa is so rooted in most men that there 
might be a hazard of their taking mere preconceptiohs for 
something stronger than anything I conld say. And then 
love is a better thing than reason at all times, and more per- 
suasive : so, perhaps, wc had better go on encouraging people 
to love one another, and leave the metaphysicians to shifb for 
themselves. Or, if I handle the subject, I will put Love fintt ; 
and make him seem to argue while he is only loving. You 
will find a mention of Stothard in hut Wednesday's JmmaL 



ad b, Google 



. 1934.] LETTEK8 FROM CHELSEA. 301 

Alter all, Euppo^ng all people were aa Belfisb as some think, 
and could not help being bo, why should they plague theta- 
eelvea about a necessity of their nature, provided others were 
included ia their satisfaction ? The happiness of all is the 
great point, and not the metaphyeical opinion which indi- 
viduala hold as to the nature of it. My short letter has 
become a long one I 

Cliehea, October, 1834. 
Mt sear Sm, — Many thanks for taking so much interest 
in the well-being of my supplements. The hooka you 
speak of would he highly welcome, and I would take the 
greatest care of them. I should like to see them, if only for 
the "pictures," of which I am as fond aa a child. Besides, 
I have a child's recoUectibn of Grignion, Eooker, and Wale ; 
the first an excellent engraver (if I mistake not) ; the second 
good also, with Michael Angcio for his Christian names; iind 
the third, a quaint designer of gawky men and slipshod 
ladies, in buckram coats fluent as drapery, mob caps, and 
sketchy, lax faces. I like him prodigiously, without having 
the least admiration for him. He designed for the late 
editions of Pope and the Tatler. But your work, I doubt 
not, would be of serious use to me ; so that utility and 
amusement thus going together, and the parcel being books, 
and I bciug a great boy, £fly years of age this month, and 
not yet out of my teens, pray send me the delightful brown- 
paper packet immediately. — Ever truly yours, 

Leigh Hukt. 

Ckehea, Kth October, I8S4. 
Mr DEAR Sia, — The flattering wish you express to know 
my birthday makes me send you this by post, aa a notice in 
the Journal would be too late. I hope 1 shall be ia time 
eaoi^h to have my health drank on Sunday, the 19th, lor 
that is the day. I will add, as you are a Middlesex man, and 
s rambler, and, perhaps, not unacquainted with the spot, that 
1 was bom at Southgate. The books (for which I give you 
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many thanks) I certainlj' could not find it in my heart to 
keep, Bedng what old friendu they are, and how natnrally 
you must like them ; though otherwise, and had you been 
a rich man, I would not have gmdged you the satisfaction of 
your generosity. Allow me to say that lean see you are a 
truly generous man ; and for that reason, as this letter is 
chiefly my concern, I venture to copy your Northampton 
considerateness, and pay the postage. — Beliere me, cordially 
yooiB, 

Leioh Hdbi. 

FkOM G. J. De WlLBE. 

Jfortkamptoti, 22nd December, 1837. 

Mt deak Sib, — You will, I know, allow me to place a dish 
upon your Christmas table. If I were a rich man I should 
make a bolder claim, and try to rival the Genii of the Lamp, 
or that excellent spirit of more recent times, the Bottle Hill 
Fairy, in arranging for you a fitting banquet. In that case, 
I might be of real good service to you. As it is, I can only 
show that I am not ungrateful for the gentle dew which you 
scatter bo profusely — blessing him that receives, I fear, more 
than him that gives. And yet hardly so ; for, after all, the 
traest abundance must be at the source. 

At aU events,- I know that I am a better, as -well as a 
happier man for your writings. 

My wife and myself will drink your health and the healths 
of those who are dearest to you, on Christmas Eve and Day — 
the lady "noble to the core;" the "hand-in-hand com- 
panion " of Foliage, and the " Champion of Truth " in the 
Repository, and the sweet Jace painted by yoimg Laorence ; 
and others of whom we only know, with Wordsworth's little 
madden, that they are Seven. J. W. D. and A, D, wiU be pay- 
ing, at the same times, the same cordial homage at Amersham. 

My Christmas-box is an odd one, coming from the country. 
But, in tmth, I have too little leisure, and am, besides, too 
much of a Cockney to be a sportsman. So it happens, some- 
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times, that I do not see a pheasant, or a partridge, or a luire 
(tmlesa upon a nail at the poulterer's door), from year's end 
to year's eskA. By-the-by, I have had thoughts of quarrel- 
ling with your inTidioos exception as to hunting the fox, the 
jnstioe of which yon seem yourself to have diaprored in the 
two very next lines : — 

" I'd nerer bunt, except the tax, and then 
Not mach, for fear I ihoald fall hunting men. 
Anil t&ke each rogne I met for a itray coal 
TKof hadn't ri^lt, caid aiight nol eat hit fond," 

Do I misftpprehend yon ? 

I hope the Monthly Mepotitory ia very prosperoua and full 
of hear^ promise, and that yonr health does not suffer from 
the labours and an^eties necessarily connected with it. — 
Believe me, my dear air, ever yxsax sincere and cordial 
admirer, 

G. J. De Wujde. 



To G. J. De Wilde. 

Chelsea, Srd January, 1838. 
Mr DEAB Sib, — I know that you are tdnd enough, conuder- 
ii^ the state of my health and avooationa, not to be dis- 
concerted -nhea I take the hberlj of delaying to answer a 
letter for a few days. The time, however, in the present 
instance, is not quite so long as it appears ; for though you 
wrote on the 22nd, your parcel did not reach me till the 
26th, the day aStei the one on which we presume its eloquent 
enclosure was intended to enliven our table. Many thanks 
for it. It Beems a very fine one, worthy of a Northampton 
Mercwy ; and no doubt we shall find it ao ; for we are still 
keeping it against a friend's visit. I am glad you are no 
sportsman ; for sportanaofihip in people with heart and hrain 
(and there are plenty such) bothers one. One doesn't like it, 
and it seems a foppery to object to it. However, one must 
^»eak as one thinks, when writing about it, and so I must 
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continue to object, and am glad I have you on my side. Aa 
to the fox, you are right in your conjecture. It came across 
me as I was in the midst of the passage, that he hod as much 
right to his fowl, as the squire, or the lawyer; bo in implying 
their rights, I meant to imply hia, — not without an intimation 
inclusive, that the lawyer was as great a fox as he. Not that 
I have any objection to lawyers, as Tom, Dick, and Harry ; 
espcciolly as I Lave the pleasure of knowing some excellent 
fellows among them ; ay, and squires too ; nay, parsons (who 
indeed, when they are excellent, are delicious, — the mixed 
conaciousnesB of their office, their good will, and their common 
infirmities making them super-eminently Christiaa and chari- 
table — my compliments to the Kev, Mr, Haddon). Besides, 
one mast not object to others' no very unfellow-creattirish 
spirit, lest they have double reason to object to ourselves ; 
for charity has more sound reasons for b^inning at home 
than the proverb means to imply. I should apologise to yon 
for occupying my paper with these commonplaces; but there 
are truisms which it does people's hearts good to utter to one 
another ; and this, I conceive, is the mun part of the secret 
of what yoa so delightfully tell me of the good which my 
writings have done to yourself. Such things are said to me 
now and then by others ; and you cannot imagine (which 
means you can) how they delight mc, and what payment 
I find them for all personal suffering. .... 

God bless you, my dear sir. My irife begs her best com- 
pliments and thanks to Mrs. De Wilde and yourself; I most 
not omit, as I vezatiously did in my Isst, to thank yoa not 
only for the numerous extracts which you do me the honour 
and good to make from the Rtpository, but fgr the excellent 
and truly manly, right-spirited things which I so often find 
in the leading articles of your journal. 

My "hand-in-hand companion" has at length quitted me, 
for tlie first time in his life, to go and be editor at Stockport, 
of the North Cheshire Eeformer. Tou may judge how I feel; 
but it is for the best. He would otherwise send you his 
thanks too, aa my little Julia does, and Jadntha (bom, bo to 
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speak, under a bed full of hyacinthB), and Percy Shelley, 

■ and Hemy, and Vincent het^x Hunt — all good fellows and 

fellowMsej — though I Bay it who ahoaldti't. — Ever most truly 

L£iaa HtTHT. 

P.S. — I have had hearty rcmembrancea lately from Ainer- 
aham. Dalby is ono of the namea, with me, for " the porcelain 
day of the earth." 

To D. L. BiCHASDSOH, Esq. 
y, York Buildings, Nan Soart. — [Bnt Mr. 
Moxon'B address is the safer, as I h(^ to 
move speedily. This letter has (Jan. 22, 
183S) been delayed some weeks, in order 
to send it you free of expense.] 
Mt dear Sir, — ^Imust leave your own heart and imagi- 
nation to judge of the feelings with which I receiTed your 
letter. It is a fine thing to be thought of at all at so great 
a distance ; but to be thought of in this manner, and to be 
treated so kindly by so many people, is aSfecting indeed.* 
I meh I could say anything to Sir Charles Metcalfe,f calcu- 
lated to give him a twentieth part of the pleasure which his 
gentlemanly impulse of liberality has given me ; and, indeed, 
I wish I could make a huge long arm, and stretch it over 
seas and lands, and shake the hand of ereiy one of my new 
and unknown friends, who have felt thus for a stranger. But 
it is to yon, my dear sir, I owe most. It ia you who have 
excited all tins sympathy, and I am glad to see you surprised 
at the amount of it. I fancy you a magician, waving his 
wand, and astonished at the beauty of the visions which he 
haa himself conjured up. The Indian addition to our list is a 



* This ia an sllasion to the Calcutta *Db>cription to his poenu. 
Tbo lubEcriptions rapidly followed an appeal in Leigh Uaat's favour 
pnhlfihed ia the CalcaUa lAUrary Gaztttt. 

f Afterwards Lord Mctcairc. 
TOL.L 20 
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very Bcrious good to me, more bo than I will dlBtreaa you 
by detailing why, especially as the aubscription here, though 
it Sowed admirably at first, and will be eternal flatteiy to my 
i-ecollections for the names it included, has not proceeded 
according to its promise. Yet I assure you, and I am sure 
you will believe, that the aympathy shown me by my Eastern 
friends, the goodwill and manifestationB of heart, evinced 
by their moving in the business at all, is more valuable to me 
than the subscription itself. 1 wish you would make my 
acknowledgments to Messrs. Samuel Smith and Co., and to 
such other gentlemen of the press as it may not be incon- 
venient to you to convey to them, not excepting the editor 
of the John Bull, who would find me, perhaps, a better Chris- 
tian than he seems to sospect. I must find means of sending 
yoQ a little book of mine, entitled Christiamam ; or, Belief 
and Unbelief Eeeonciled, which a friend has printed for private 
circulation, and which I would get you to show him. At all 
events, his conduct has been ChriEtian on this occasion, and 
80 I assure him is my gratitude. It gives me a peculiar 
spedeB of gratification to think the native editors of tliQ 
Reformer and the Inquirer have interested themselves on my 
behalf. You know I delight in associations of old books and 
romances ; India to me is an Arabian Night country ; all the 
modern commonplaces of it, which I have never seen, are 
accustomed to give way in my mind before its old ezclusiTely 
Oriental aspect ; and in finding that I have fiiends there, time 
and space seem to roll i^iart like a cloud, and I &ncy myself a 
new kind of living, yet ancient, Sinbad, taken by the band 
after a shipwreck by strangers with dusk &oe8 and white 
drapery, under a glowing sun. But above all, do not let me 
forget to take particolar notice of your article in the Calcutta 
Literary Gazette, so handsome, so well written, so more tiian 
kind to me. I have certainly in my time endeavoured to sow 
pleasant thoughts in the minds of my fellow-creatures : and 
I have done it, I will venture to add, at times when my only 
pleasure conwsted in the hope of giving somS to others. 
Neither have I got much in return, but that hope. But when 
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I see an artiole like youTB, I reap a tLick harvest in a email 
compass. Many thanks for it from the bottom of mj heart. 
It IB the one that has touched me more nearly than anj which 
had been written since Mr. Talfourd's, which I was delighted 
to see you had got, and which must have given you great 
pleasure, even as a piece of good writing. I will do what 
you tell me about the books. There is more than enot^h, 
I am sorry to teU you, (m hand : not because people are 
onkind, but because th^ are absorbed at present in over- 
melancholy prose affiuTB of politics and taxation, and, perh^H, 
because they want a little imagination : but I fear also that 
the drawback you anticipated in one of your cionng para- 
grapha had had great effect, and that everybody on those 
occasions is apt to think that everybody else wiU do what is 
required, and render their help unnecessary. It is a mistake 
«n which I could enlighten them, but they know not what 



Dear sir, as long aa I live, I am your grateful debtor and 
afiecttooate Mend, 

Leioh Udnt. 

To Joseph Sevebh. 

i, Cheyjte Row, CheUaa, 

lat Auguit, 1834. 
Mt deab Sevsbh, — I snatch a moment, though it be but a 
moment, after a hard day's work, that I may have the pleasure, 
not only of introduciiig to you a young artist, Mr. Dallas, 
a friend of my eldest son, and highly esteemed by him, but of 
asking you under my own hand how you do, and pretending 
to myself that I am standing for an instant in the thick of 
£ome t I cannot look even upon this bit of paper without 
something lite respect aa well as envy, to think that it will 
really be there, where I, the sender of it, and the himun soul, 
cannot find a way to do it. I repeat the word to myself like 
a fine bass* note — Rome — mixing it up with the munnniing 
of the great sea of ages, and with tenderer voices of the 
20— a 
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departed, and long, indeed, to be with yon. God bless you, 
ever heartily wishes your sincere friend, 

Leigh Hukt. 

To Chakles Ollier. 

4, Uppa- Cheyne Rote, Chelsea, 
\Gth November, 1836. 
Mr DEAR Ollieb, — I have been going to write to you, nay 
to come and dine with you, any time uuce yon saw me last ; 
but I conclude you will have guessed how it was that I broke 
my engagement — in Utter. I certainly did not break it in 
E]iirit, nor mean to break it at all, if you will etill name your 
day ; but I had scarcely seen you, when I was requested to 
resume my labours in the True Sun, and little as they have 
to show for it, they are indeed labours, and have kept me ever 
since tied here morning and evening ; for you know I haveau 
ultra conscience on matters of criticism ; and accordingly (oh 1 
tmheard-of fact I) I read what I criticise ; and so I am reading 
and writing from morning to night, with the hasty interval of 
a walk. Let your day, if you please, be at the beginning of a 
week, instead of the end of it, and your dinner-hour early. 
■Will three be too early? For I am obliged to be regular in 
my diet, and must also have a good afternoon with you. 
Meantime, will you be very generous, and get my Titian 
together for me. — ^TVith beat remembrances to Mrs. Oilier, 
ever truly yours, 

Leioh Huht. 

4, Upper Cheque Row, Chelsea, 

Friday, 28th June (no year). 
Mt deab Ollier, — My new play will be most glad of your 
presence on Monday next, if you can come and encourage 
your old friend's new aspirations. You will see otlier 
fiiends of ancient and merry times, — Notello, Clarke, 
Harry Robertson, &c., — all capable of merriment still, thank 
God, especially when thus renewing old meeting* So you 
most come, and show that you ore as young as the rest, which. 
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you are especially bound to do, as aa immortal pliUogynist, 
My first play, I fear, would liave stood the best chance of the 
approbation of the author of Jnesilla. There are two passages 
in particular, which I flatter myself mi^t have touched hima 
Jittle on his fevourite sides of love BaAfiigkt. But loving any 
Terse m he does that has any love and sincerity in it, espe- 
cially by the help of old friendship, I troat he will not be 
^together diBsatisfied with my second. — Etct truly his hearty 
and ikithiitl friend, 

L. H. 

Chelsea, Zrd Jvly, 1839. 
Mr DEAR Ollieh, — I received your kind letter yesterday 
just as I was obliged to go out; and unfortunately, by the 
time I returned home, it was too late for the post. Moat 
unfortunate is it, that I cannot have the pleasure of seeing you 
this week, nor even of looking forward to it the week following 
owing to work which I have to do myself; but if you can come 
the WEKK AFTER NEXT, and will choose your own day, and name 
your own hour for tea, we will have some of Mrs, Hunt's 
ancient souchong, and a lobster-salad for a bit of supper 
(or what not), and you and I will set in for one of oiir 
"glorious evenings," and you shall have no tchole play, thank 
God (no such absorption of our time in one thing, however 
kindly I [hiatue in MS."^ sure you are disposed to it), but we 
will have pickings of books and manuscripts as of lobsters, and 
have our old laughs and chats over new as well as old iancies, 
and be more than ever Charles Oilier and his affectionate 

Leigh Hukt. ^ 

Clielsea, lUk July, 1839. 
Mr CEAB Ollier, — Tlie brevity of this letter is occasioned 
by my answering yours the instant of its arrival, at a moment 
when I am going out. Imagine it, nevertheless, crammed full 
of all the welcomes you or I could desire, with Mrs. Hunt's 
love into the bargain, — no meagre or fugitive addition ; and 



UirireOb, Google 



310 CORRESPOJIDENCE OF LEIGH HUST. [IWO. 

pray come at the hour you mention on Friday, and we'll 
" soucliong" it, and SpenserianiBe, and God knows what ; in 
short, hare ever new old times. I &ncy our table alraady 
beside ub, with volames, &c. upon it, acd you and me laugh- 
ing, and serioBifying, and thumping our respective knees with 
enthusiasm, after the good old fitshiou, — Ever most heartUy 
yoiuw, 

Leigh Huht. 

Will " Whip" allow its quondam over-hearer, — with great 
respect, — to recall to mind that mystic, and fierce, yet some- 
how tender appellation, and is it possible that she might come 
with you ? 

Chelsea, March, 1840. 

Mr D£AB Olueu, — It waa only late last night that the 
Naval and Military Gazette at length got into my hands. 
A thousand thanks for the notice. You spoke to Mrs. Hunt 
of its being short ; but it contains more thfiQ the lengths of 
many other notices. Tou have crammed it lull of praise and 
heart, and I love it the more for its very partiality. But to 
think that you have not yet seen the play performed 1 and 
Idiss Tree has gone out of town, too, till Easter, and it will 
not be performed again in town till she returns I If you do 
not go tlien, the first night, I don't know when I shall be 
able to see yourself, for till you do I shall not have the &cc to 
come to Faddington, which will cut mo off from one of the 
pleasantest evenings I ever spend. I do assure you, in soberest 
veracity (and you know I have been a martyr to truth in raj 
time) that in looking back to the triimiphs of my first night, 
I always feel a hit of it ilighted (like the spoilt corner of some 
finely-boimd book) because Charles Oilier ivaa not there to 
witness the suecess'of his old Mend. Hoping shortly to be 
living nearer to you, when assuredly no such thing (if the 
gods have any more such for me 1) can ever happen again, I 
am ever, indeed, your affectionate fliend, 

Leioe Hnrr. 

P.S.— I write this in the midst of hurries tremeadoiUf 
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which mnst account for my haadwriting's getting into sucli a 
Btate of elovealy precipitation. 

To Thomas Welleb, 

4, JJ^per Ckeytia Row, CkeUea, 
16ift January, 1836. 

Mr DEAR Sin,- — I am truly thankful for the kind interest you 
take in me. The London Journal was discontinued with an 
abrnptneea ahnoat sa miprising to myself as to you, owing to 
some mysteries of partnorthip which I cannot explain ; and I 
could not take leave of my readeie, .because I hoped, beyond 
the last moment, to be able to carry it on, in which hope, 
owing to the ahortness of the time, I was unfortunately diaap- 
poioted. I should not have died with a " groan," however, 
let my decease have never been so unwillingly — that not being 
my fiishion, among the many mortalities which it haa been my . 
iate to go through. I may call upon you to bear witness that I 
have never been unjust to the large beauty and delightful 
capabilities of thia world around us, whatever may have been 
my own petty sufferings. Even the present juncture, painful 
as it is to me, brings with it one good, perhaps eventually the 
greatest that could have been done me just now; for my 
involuntary leisure forces me to rest my brains : and, little as 
they may have had to show for it, they have been well tried. 
By thia you will eee that I am writing in no other publication 
at present, but I hope soon to bc^n again. Next week 1 shall 
apologise in the daily papers for not taking leave of the readers of 
the London Journal, and at the same time I shall mention my 
hope of renewing tlie old intercouTse in the shape of a 
Magazine. I propose to eal! it Leigh JIunfa London Maga- 
xine, for they say I must keep aa much as possible of the old 
name ; but it ia very difficult to act a new publication afloat, 
however willing certain readers may be to hail it. 

Whenever I think of Croydon, I think of walnuts and (I 
know not why) of cherries. Perhaps because one good thing 
makes one think of another, and pleaanres are apt to come in 
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"Imota." This malcea me fancy that you may be intimate 
witt other kind anonymouB correspondents of mine \n your 
town (as well as readers) ; and if bo, I beg you to make my 
compliments, and say how sorry I am to part with them. I 
need not odd how much T. W. R. is included in the regret, 
and how sincerely I am his obliged, humble servant, 

Leigh Hunt. 

To Mabt Ashe Oiweb.* 

Clidsca, June. 

Ur DEAD Mrs. Oroeb, — It is all owing to Caroline that I 
cannot have the pleasureof being with you thisevening; for if 
she had not been ao beautiful a player, Percy would not hare 
been tempted to quit hia work on Sunday evening ; and if 
Percy had not quitted his work on Sunday evening, he would 
not have it to do on Monday evening ; and if I could have 
devoted Monday evening to the corrEotions of it, and reading 
it through, I should not have been forced to devote Tuesday 
evening to said correction ; and if I had not been forced to 
devote said Tuesday evening in said manner, I coidd have 
gone to the play with dear Mrs. Orger, and been as happy aa 
a holiday lad. 

When you come back Irom the country, wjll you invite mo 
again ? The reason why one evening presses upon another in 
this manner is, that I had engaged to bring my play to town 
this morning, all ready for perusal, and that I must now 
change this morning for to-morrow evening (for, as to 
morning itself, I am forced to bo at work otherwise). 
Pray don't let Caroline foiget a ticket for me on her de&iit, for 
I shall not forget her then or afterwards. — Tour obliged and 
faithful 

L. H. 



* The well-known actmi, esteemed by all who knew her, and 
heartily beloTCd by tbose who knew ber well She was an old aod 
intimate friend of Mn. Eunter'i, and Leigb Hani made Iicr sc^uaint- 
anco on his retarn frmn Italy in I82S, 
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Kensington, 19(/i Novemher. 
Mr DEAit Mbs. Orger, — We are all in a state of grent dis- 
tress here at Julia's not being able to be with you this even- 
ing, particularly Julia herself, and know not what you will 
think of us. "We hope, however, that Tincent will have been 
with you ; that this letter will arrive not long afler him ; and 
that naeanwhile it will have been raining not merely cats and 
dogs, as it does here, bat lionsond tigers, so that you may 
know in Mon&tet Street what has detained her. Mrs. Hunt 
endeavours to give us ease by saying that she told you of the 
chances of bad weather and full omnibuses, when you were 
good enoi^^ to epeak of Julia's coming to see jou; oad 
several things conapji'e to-day to put matters at their worst, 
among which is. the circumstance of the servant's having once 
got wet throi^h already, so that Julia loses her N^;ri as well 
as her kind friend in his neighbourhood. She told you the 
other day of Yincent's vain endeavoiors on foot, and hia 
mother's in fiy, to find you out, but all these contretemps only 
serve to aggravate the mischance. However, we know you, 
luckily, to be oae of ^e most reasonable and kindly of women, 
and we believe as much of the queen of pianoforte players, 
and hope as much (from all we hear of her) of Miss lincob. 
And so now I am going to put all youx good-natures to the 
test, by asking yon (seeing that the gods are so bent at present 
on our not coming to Monster Street) if you will all come to 
QB, and take tea and supper, some early evening, and so con- 
vince ns, in the best and most generous of all possible man- 
ners, that you take in good earnest our explanations and 
r^ete of these most unfortunate accidents. Say Sunday 
neit, if Sundays suit jom, or Saturday, or Friday, or any day ; 
and pray give our particular respects to Miss Lincoln, Julia's 
especially, and say how sorry we axe to have brought her 
twice from home to no purpose. The some to Carohne ; bat 
I reckon more impudently upon pardon from her, for yoimg- 
old acquaintance sake. However, mind, we feel we luive no 
right to «zpecf you — hardly, perhaps, to ask you; but the 
impulse prompts us; and you must know we never take 
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libertiee except with tLoae whom we respect. We do not feel 
oiougL for others to venture them. So pay come all three, 
if you possibly can, and so give the kindest answer to this 
letter of mine, ever moet truly, 

Leigh Huht. 

P.S. Tea at six, if you will come; salad at nine; piano- 
forte in tune. 

To George L. Craik. 

Chelsea, 2nd July, 1888. 

Mr DEAE CitAiK, — In my demre to be with you to-day, I 
hastUy told Mr. Weir I would come to dinner ; but I am sora 
you will not be offended when I change it to tea. My state 
of health renders a dinner with me a mere piece of aelf- 
denial. ... I am now better in health, owing, among 
other thinge, to abfitirtence from. late hours and the mealti of 
luckier stomachs, and I must try hard to keep myself so, even 
to the loss of friends over their wine (an hour which I give 
up with a sigh), 

I will come between six and seven, which ia allowing you 
the said hour for your wine, and half an hour for meat and 
pudding — a generous calculation, when it is considered how 
much I envy it. Item, I will bring you my Violets, tb&t 
you may see I can still feast in imagination, whatever be the 
Borriness of my pra«tice. 

What fine, tiiick-leaved, basking, green, glorious ivcather ! 
I am out in Hyde Park every day, and find it difficult to go 
along without whistling or sii^^g, so I make verses instead. 
This is the worst of living in a polite state of nature : walk- 
ing in parks instead of forests. — Ever truly yours, 

Leigh Hunt. 

JWrfoy, 2ith May, 1839. 
Mr DEAR Craie, — ^Will you be kind enough to read the 
enclosed letters from and to MacFarlane, and then either for- 
ward the letter to him (if you are gmng to send), or bear it 
■with you on your envied journey on Monday ? 



U.Bnie.t>, Google 



1839] LETTERS ISOM CHELSEA. 315 

I met yonr three little girls in the Lane yesterday, going 
- home like doves to the pigeon-houae, and stopped and was a 
boy with them for a &w minutes, and had a chat and laugli 
about achool-booke and bread-and-butter. So you see I shall 
have had a bit of green lane, after all, between this and three 
weeka. Alas ! why cannot we enjoy the good green lanes all 
onr life, and be boya and girls as long, only a little older ? 
That would be a pretty life, and worthy of the good lanes 
God has given ns, and that nobody goes into but the Craiks, 
the MacFwlaneB, and their sinoere friCTid, 

Lbigs Hunt. 

To SoDTHwooD Shitu. 

Chehea, Ut Avgusf, 1839. 
. . . . I am expecting to send you news daily irom 
Macready, who said he would write to me, and of whom I 
hare still hopes, and greater ones, though no certainty. He 
would not hear me read more than one act. He says that 
every word requires weighing, step by step, and that he shall 
perhaps read the play three times over ! I am told, however, 
by his friends, that this looks well. He was very kind and 
hospitable; and I floundered in a luxurious down bed, grate- 
ful and sleepless. . . . 

Chelsea, 2hth February, 1840. 
Mt deab Doctob, — Though in your considerate delicacy you 
not only contrive to let me know that you have a copy of my 
play, and also thenceforward leave me " alone in my glory," 
yet, though I have indeed been in a whiri of letter-answering 
'ap to this moment, and could not command copies of said play 
as I wished in the first instance, you must know, in the £rst 
place, that one of the second, and, ergo, complete edition must 
be yours, — and secondly, that I have thot^ht of you and yours 
very often, not forgetting the Sanatorium (as I hope you saw in 
Spectator and Ercaminer). But yoiu- expectation of the meet- 
ing, I see, was not fulfilled j and this letter comes partly to 
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know vthea it will be, — partly to say, ttat it seems to bo 
politic to liave delayed it, since tbe public cnn only eatertain 
but one idea in tbeir beloved beads at a time, and will not 
even go properly to the play till tbo Queen baa been ; — finally, 
it comes to say that I meet with diificulties on tbe " two g;uinea 
a week" score, among those wbo say they wonld ghidly avail 
themselves of the project. In vain I talk to them ol' cheapness 
in the end, certainty, luxury, skill, &c. They acknowle<^ all, 
but rejoin that clerks and apprentices, &c. would rather spend a 
larger sum m the longnai, Sy deiblets {as the apothecaries let them 
do) than so mu(di out of their incomes at once. What say the 
projectors lo this ? — Ever yom- obliged and affectionate fi-iend, 

L. n. 

p. S. — I ivrite in a slovenly hurry, from access oflmsinesa. 
Mem. — Aa I fear to go out just now (except when Sanatorium 
wants me), I think a friend or bo might give an evening look 
in upon me, especially a certain pearl with a certain pricdcta 
picture, I am at home every evening during this sharp 
weather. But she is healthy. Item, so I lielieve are 
dooloza. 

To RoBEitT Beowotko. 

Chelsea, Ibth April. 
Mt dear Sie, — ^Tour Cordli gratified me extremely. The 
only pleasure I had in the other was in looking at the beautj~ 
fid name (Arcangelo Corelli), and thinking how veiy unliko 
the lace must have been. Tours, in the rich puJpy lips, mild 
eyes, and yet, somehow irritable CTrprossioii, must come mudi 
nearer to the aspect of the sweet and sensitive musician, whose 
name, I think, was singularly happy, for no man seems to me 
to have written such air-drawn, trust-heaven-and-earth Btrains 
as he did. When you return from the country, 1 hope you 
will not forget the promise yon made me of again coming to 
see me. It will be both a pleasure and an honour to, dear 
sir, yours truly, 

Leigh Huht. 
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To Chadles Retmall. 

Upper Cheipte limn, \st December. 
Mr DEAtt Charles, — After mam/ trials, it vexes me to bo 
obliged to aay that I findlcoimotdotlieseTeraes. I know not 
how it is, unlesa 1117 other taska moke me stupid. Forgive nic 
for having undertaken to do what I have not done ; and oblige 
me, if you can, with finding out something tliat /am able to do; 
for it truly vexes and mortifies me not to have gratified, in this 
instance, so kind a man and a triend as you. — Ever truly 
yours, Leiqu IIcnt. 

To W. S. Landoe. 

4, Upper Cheym Sow, 

2nd February, 1838. 
Mr DEAR Sib, — I fear you must have been aurprised at 
seung the very brief quantity of High and Low Life given 
in the February number of the Repository ; but instead of 
being a hberty taken with your kind contributions, it was tlie 
reverse ; ibr though jou gave me a carte blanche as to omis- 
BLona with regard to the old portion of copy, I did not like 
to assume a like privil^e b.b to the new, without asking it of 
you ; and there are two grounds on which I must do ao ; 
firat, that one of the late poems is a little too good, and jovial, 
and innocent fur the mtmtf, a little too much of the Golden- 
Age order (Heaven knows / have no objections to it, and 
think the world would be much nearer Heaven if their 
virtue were more open-hearted and vn-evil-maMng) ; and 
second, that in your satires on the ultra-simple style of 
poetry, the impression is that you are girding at Wordsworth ; 
and though ho certainly is ultra enough on that aide, yet the 
depository (its readers and myself), in common with moat 
people now-a-days, entertains so much reverence for him, 
that it would give cie more pain to proceed with them than I 
am sure you would wish. Pardon me, if I am mistaken in this 
supposition, and excuse the whole liberty I am taking; you 
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know the adipiratioa I enterttunforyonrgeiiias ; bnt candour 
is the more due to jou on that account, and I feel assuied 
that, as you know out of what spirit it proceeds, yon will not 
like me the worse for it (a« far as I may presume on poeaesB- 
, ing yonr i^ard). 

I have troubled Mrs. Dashwood to become the medium of 
this letter's transmiasiou, as I do not know your direction, and 
was anxious not to lose furtber time. — £rer, my dear sir, 
your obliged and &ithiul servant, 

Leioh Hdht. 

F.S. — Itfay I reckon that I may make what selections I 
please from the pleasant E Profania of Mr. Stivers's Muse 1 
I am anxious to retain all I can. 

Fbom Walteb Satage Laiidor. 

Bath., St. James's Square, 

eth FebTwity,183S. 
Mt dear Sir, — WhateTer I send you, in supplement or 
continuation of Hiffk and Imvi Life, is qnite as much at your 
discretion as what I first presented to you. The attempts at 
aimpliciti/ were introduced for the correction of the vice now 
prevalent in English poetry. Wordsworth is certainly the 
man whose authority has produced and fostered it. Now 
Southey was the first man of letters who openly and boldly 
jJaced him ntar the eminence he at present occupies. We 
differed in this : Southey preferred him, thir^ years ago, to 
Walter Scott ; while my opinion was, that he had written 
nothing so good as Mamiion. Agiun, I showed my sense of 
the injustice he had received in the first publication of my 
Imaginary Conversations. No person who can pretend to the 
name of critic had publicly avowed so ^vouiable an opinion 
of him. It was only when I heard from Kenyon and Robinson 
of his base ingratitude to Southey, of his practice (for I heard 
it ^1^ from a gentleman and lady named Godwin, redding 
in hU neighbourhood,) of saying that he would not give five 
shilliDgs for all the poetty Southey had ever written, it was 
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only then that I resolved tu show more accurately what were 
his owa claims in comparisoa with Southey's. 

There is little moral conzage in our literary world. Few 
will Bpeak what they think ; and they gather what they think 
^m conduitB and common sewera rather than from springs 
and fountains. They do not gxiide the mass, but are moved 
along and soou codbunded with it. In all other conatriee 
the literary part of the community is the beat ; in England, 
I am sorry to say, it is guided by spleen, &shion, and interest. 
You have suffered SO much by piwsuing another line of conduct 
" Detpicere node quest alios, paMimqoe viilere errare," 

that I may speak iiaakly and fearlessly to you on this subject. 
I doubt whether the leaves I send you have not somewhat 
too much of the south wind among them — if so, lay them 
aside. Perhaps, if ever a volume should be formed of these 
papers, there are fewer which you would be inclined to 

exclude. Let Mrs. see them as soon as you can. She 

has expressed the wish.— Believe me ever, my dear sir, yours 
ainoerely, 

"W, S. Landor. 



AmoDgst those who must have received interesting 
letters from Leigh Hunt was Thomas Noon Talfourd, 
afterwards one of the Justices of the Court of Common 
Fleas ; but It would appear that no such letters remain 
in existence. The character of the correspondence may 
be seen hy a couple of notes from Talfourd : — 

Gloucester, IQth Aiigust, 18S6. 
Mt dear HnNT, — Tour abs of the New MontUy Magazine, 
which I shall prize exceedingly, has not reached me ; but 
I yesterday obtained another at Monmouth, which apprised 
me of a great obligation to your kindeaa. Heartily do I 
wiah you had a better subject; for, hardened lawyer as I 
am, I find myself blushing to read these noble lines, and to 



ad b, Google 



320 CORUESPOOTiBNCE OF LEIGH HtnTT. ["36. 

consider them as intended ibr mc. I ahall enjoy making tlio 
corrections, which I quite understand and appreciate, and 
luxuriate in making over and orcr again the sonnels, and in 
trying to fency (hat I am not wholly imdeserving of them. 
How happy am I to recognize tho hopefuhieas of your strain, 
as to poetry, like the coming on of a second spring I And 
hew Lappy shall I be if I can contribute to set it rest that 
heart which so expands to kindness and to beauty ! — Believe 
me, ever feilhiuUy yours, 

T. N. Talfoued. 

Wardie, near Edinburgh, 

20th September, 1836. 
Mr DEAE ncNT, — The Examiner, containing your promiseu 
article on revisiting the Haymarket, has only just reached mo 
on my reliim to this place irom a little tour in the Highlands. 
I need not assure you that it has given me exquisite pleasure — 
not so much as administering to my vanity as an author, or as 
heightening the repulation of a poem which has succeeded 
iar beyond its merits and my hopes,, but as associating some 
of your profbimdest feehnga with my attempt to embody in 
himian aiid individtial shape that spirit of self- sacrifice whiclt 
liaa so influenced your life in its glory and its sorrows. Lord 
JeSrcy retains a most vivid desire to assist our common 
object of alleviating some of the worldly consequence of that 
spirit in your case, but I am afraid his personal efforts have 
already exhausted his own immediate circle of iliends. I 
have only seen Wilson for a few minutes, when he apolog^ed 
to me for having omitted to answer my letter to him on the 
subject; but I am to dine with him on Saturday, and do not 
doubt that before we part (which I dare eay will not be till 
long after the chimes at midnight) I shall have his cordial 
acquiescence and promise of aid. — Believe me, my dear Hunt, 
ever most truly yours, 

T. N. Taltodkd. 

This fiiendsliip continued through life Bnimpaired, 
strengthened by qtiestions which might have shaken 
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other friendships, hnt which only tested the true insight 
and genuine good heart of the lawyer. 

I have heen equally disappointed in getting letters 
addressed to Mr. Thomas Carlyle. Search has been 
made for them amongst stores of papers put by, hnt 
they have not been fonnd. It was on the 8th February, 
1832, that the writer of the essays named Characteristics 
received, apparently from Mr. Leigh Hunt, a volume 
entitled Christianism, for which he begged to express Ms 
thanks. By the 20th of February, Carlyle, then lodg- 
ing in London, was inviting Leigh Hunt to tea, as the 
means of their first meeting; and by the 20th November, 
Carlyle wrote from Dumfries, urging Leigh Hunt to 
"come hither and see us when you want to rusticate a 
month. Is that for ever impossible ? " The philosopher 
afterwards came to live in the next street to his corre- 
spondent, in Chelsea, and proved to be one of lieigh 
Hunt's kindest, most faithful, and most considerate 
friends. Many of his tetters do I find amid the stores ; 
but, as I have said, an earnest search for the answers 
has failed. 

Feom Egeetoh Webbe. 

20(A April, 1887. 
Dear Hunt, — Holmes was here last night, and we abused 

you in emulous altrnmatioiiB lite the swains of Theocritus, but 
with no goatherd to adjudicate the palm, and the theme 
taken was your running across the streets and reading 
Arabian Mights, with sundry other admired jouthftdnesaes, 
in conjimoiion with the " elderly behaviour " of stopping ever 
in, and stepping never out, and pleading all sorts of imyouth- 
ful, and therefore ioadmissible, exoiiaeB. But Holmes's buco- 
licisms were, I confess I think, quite unwarrantable, for be too 
has been s^egating in an abominable degree of late on the 
Ipround of a epienetio attat^lnor had I seen him ibr an 
TOL. L 21 
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e tune till last night, wliea I raad tiini aama beuitifiil 
poetiy, having rderenoe to his defectioii, incidentally to other 
matten affedang ytmr repiitati<m. So finding bimKlf libelled 
in 7onr company, he insiated I should subject myaelf to your 
actioa as w«ll as his, by sending you tJie &Iae and malicioaa 
matter. The &ct is, liist tiiat eroning, when yon ahonld hara 
met him here and came not, he did not come a bit mrae than 
yourself 1 being also, it seems, overtaken with a strong 
domestic attachment on that occasion;* and, consequently, I 
was abandoned to my own reflections, and being always a man 
of a pouderonB, melancholic babit, gave way to a vehement 
despair, which, after bubbling awhile in incoherent semi-sap- 
pressions, presently boiled over in dactyhcs. In &ct, instead 
of "mourning in gilenoe" after the receipt of Qneen Dido 
when " £neas wonid not come," I came out with the eitdoatd 
crwdt, which I would not send, however, till Holmes encou- 
raged me to annoy yoo. I should say, that the report, cumnt 
at that time, of your ccntinuBlly repairing to the house of a 
particular enemy in Sobo Square, without ever being able to 
clear the intomediate Btone's-thcov, afiioded me gall that 
embittered the efiusum. 

I have had a long dose of disgust, in the form of inflamma- 
tory cold. I hope you have contrived to exclude the enemy 
so lar 7 How much jarther winter means to go it is difficult 
to predicate, but one must endeavour to believe in a sun. 
Believe me, dear Hunt, erer faithfiilly yours, 

Egzbton Webbk. 

■ P.8.-~HoImei is itally bent on the Poplar expedition, and 
littles presently to win you to some ammgrauent about it. 

85, TTortnci SbvO, Begeni Street, 
nth Jaly, 1837. 
' Dub Hunt, — The Eaag ok Truth (enclosed) will make, I 
Buppoaa, about seven pages, the Cu^ a»d Fsyche versea 

* I ongU to sBf, Aongh, (hit lie ha* been Toj" pooriy. 
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aboat two; so I hops to be tbe reducer of jrour reeponsibilitiM 
as piirveyor general by aboat nine pagee. I should like the 
Tersee to go in this month, bectrase of the pleaanre which 
I know I cliall thereby be the means of E^rding to two 
friendly aonk of reoait imitm, to whom snch a memento of 
my regaid is also due frcmi me for counties kindnesses, 
m airing tluB therefore the more agreeable payment. And also 
behold ! becftuse I can sell you thereby some half-dozen 
copies of the Mag (a mighty matter 1) You shall have 
another Latin epigram for the month ^ler next, and wh^erer 
other " Balaam " it shall please God to inspire, perchance some 
classical reveries and other profundities. At all events, yon 
will be sure I shall any time this ten years be doing my 
peasibie, and any given &ilure will arise simply from that 
OTerwheiming neoeswty to " comparare rem" which presses me 
ibi ever agiunst my will to join in that stupid steeple-chase, or 
rather say, danmable donkeif-ride, after the things of this world, 
liiat makea snch fools of us all and bresks so many necks 
deserredly. Yet, if yon catch me on this turf; remember that 
I, poor jockey, don't ran for myself altogether, but othera 
want the sti&e whose rmming days are over. 

Ab to " given fiulures," I am sure they will be,^M^'t«n &ilur«i 
on your part, if any take place, whic^ will not be if there 
is virtue in goodwill and solvency in a debtor's just resolu- 
tions. In oaf Bense at least, love never stops payment, — which, 
though it sounds like a aophistty to evade the law, will be too 
easy to ycur nnderatanding to need Atrther commentary from 
one not oiten so garrulooB. 

A dear sister of mine, by name Tanny, has come to town on 
a visit to a friend to endeavour to recmit her strength, which 
has been dresdially impaired by and since the great &mily 
shock. .... 

Dear Hunt, I return to my letter a murdered individual, 
having been called from the above to undergo an execntion 
under the hands c£ six ruffianly bloodsuckers called leeches, 
for I am sorry to say I hare been laid up here the three last 
days with my enemy &e bile, and have beoL physicking and 
21—2 
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bleeding most generonsly. Said leeches have been three boars 
at it, and I am ordered to bed as the only fit place. 

I most say I have fotmd many things more pleasant than 
dabbling all a summer's evening in one's awTk liieblood — ' 
stooping over a basin like a stnck pig, and everywhere 
"making slops," like nanghty cHldreu — only out of one's 
own good veins I If I go on much longer I shall be stwiing 
this sheet, for I feel I am BtUI in the " bloody blamefiil " 
way. 

I meant to say above that my dear sister and I mean 
to come arm-in-arm some evening to see you — if so be as 
you are agreeable to eame ; since I need not say she has a 
proper eamestnesis about seeing one she has so long respected 
at a distance. Poor deur I she has suffered so acutely from 
the corroaiveneas of solitary life operating on her sensibilities, 
that I should say she hardly bears any allusion to a certain 
subject — tbe one always before her. I have owed m^ salva- 
tion to the business of this scene and life leaving no moments 
for reflection. To a similar change I look for ken. If we 
come, and you should talk to her, your strain of remark 
would do her good, I know, as it has always her brother, bnt 
please eschew the name of Qm grief, and perhaps Mrs. Hunt 
would be equally kind. 

But I bleed, and here comes a r^;ular river 1 So £irewell, 
with a thousand &cb., and believe me ever your devoted 
friend, 

Egebtoh Wkbbe. 

iVo. 1, Sherrard Stivel, Golden Square, nearly 

i^ipoiite the bottom of the QuadraiU. — 

[Better than ever for omnibuses, &c., for 

catching you when you come to £ey- 

nell's.] 5th October, 1837. 

Deak Hukt, — I only got ypur kind note and Magazines 

to-day, haying made new settlement (see immense date), and 

Fanny, who has been all alone at Queen Square, not being 

able to send on sooner. 
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I have been paGsmg a fbrtiught witL Holmes at IsliDgton, 
and we perpetually were thinking of our dear antipodes, and 
execratdng the inhumanity of apace and distance, particnlarly 
on three veiy Sim- free days, which, but that they came wil- 
iiilly and in a maimer not to be counted upon, might well 
have encouraged ua to convey through her Majesty's twopenny 
post certain sentiments of a Mendly desire to meet certain 
faces under sud elms, and to enjoy certain ale with said faces, 
and certain fiin with said ale. But the bright-eyed days 
came and went, and no other eyes were bright with gladness 
but theira, for wishes and " would that's " were all our 
resource, and Holmes was busy, and E. W. was busy; and 
so another summer is gone for aye, and has left pleasure, as 
usual, a bankrupt and odious business in the ascendant. How 
I hatB work ! and how I hate with a deep hate the stupid 
necessity (ever «eI/'-imposed — in fiict, a really unnecesBBty 
uecessity) of poking over jobs, and putting off joys, and Bo 
missing the tide, and blundering on towards old age with 
both eyes out, and never sittii^ down and saying, " Novr's the 
time for pleasure 1 " I swear I think I am old — very old — ■ 
hoUow and hoar, and past bearing of joys, and, somehow, in 
the right road for missing everything pleasant. Summer, 
I find, has just three days of sunshine for the rallying of 
fi^ends and renewal of field associations, and these always 
gallop past one or catch one in the middle of an imposed 
task, and seem to vanish with a smile of contempt thrown 
back at one's practical incapability to be happy. I begin 
to think idleness your only true philosophy. Certainly to 
place pleasure in tvork may be a fine point of disciphae, hut 
a miserable delusion as regards the enjoyment of life. Friends 
— that one never meets ; flowers — one never smells; peaches 
— that one never tastes; — what are these hut shadows and 
chimeras? Books are good things; but a curse on books 
that banish things and give us ideas for ^ts. So jar am 
I a materialiat that I wish to live bodily amongst my fiiends, 
and to inhabit the world really. I often feel like a shadow 
threading these streets so abstractedly and silently, and ever 
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at one tdde of reoli^. But encmgh of wbat I bope is gentune 
nonemse, and eball find to be bo to-morrow. 

When will yon come and take tea vi& me in my new 
apartment — first floor — Fery genteel— chimney-piece oma- 
menta — sofa and fire-Bcreen ! Do come and praise my great- 
ness, and if it is only to see how bistnily my books all jnst 
fit into a snug little boc^csse, iu a snug little bedroom, and 
what a devil of a table I have got ! N.B. — A pianoforte 
and a water to hire, — "attaids parties." I hare left do 
room to expatiate on Magazine pleasures, and, a)a« ! Magazine 

I shall begin duly to lore A. M. D., and any other blond 
initial yon may recommend to my alphabetical r^ard. How 
I hare been employed I hope you will g^ve me an early 
opportimity of telling yon. I want particularly to consult 
yon in a matter of feeling, of taste, and of classical seleetness ; 
three points whereof I gladly appoint you arbito' — knowing 
none to approach year dread critical majesty therein. 

In haste, and without a half delirery of my wb(Je mind, 
beliere me ever yours taithfiilly, &c. &c., 

EoEKTos Webbe. 

1, Sherrard Street, 22nd October, 1837. 
DsiR HuHT, — Holmesiufl et ^o ibamus per Cheapeidam, 
when there came nobis obriam Mrs. H., bad news de t« telli- 
tara, et nostroa breastes hinc Tel mazime agonizatnra, con^ 
mimicationibns suis most objectionabilibus. Both of nos eo 
ipso memento de te speakabamns, et immediately iuimtiB 
iospirati with a great desire payere tibi nostros respectos, et 
endeavourare cheerere te with confebnlationibnB and ^irited 
remai^ nostris. Sed alas 1 Holmesius in Foplarem, ego in 
lectam meum, cauB& indispoeitionis, respectirely were com- 
pulsi to reparare. Me mea indispoiitio et bloody-minded 
cupper etiam nunc detinet, et in 8o£i adhuc ha»eo sttekoque 
tmpleasantissime. Interea opera prologomenaque opens, cujus 
nothing at all scriptum est, yet worth loquendi about, et 
praterea alia infinita hujnsmodi and aliosmodi iiegotiA 
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Hercaleaaea Atlantommqiie brainmn menm well sigh tnmi- 
ttira, et onmia in hunc ipsum weeknm compreasenda omm- 
numdaqoe Tocant, postulant, aiceasimt. Sed liceat aperare 
that, after tie torn of the new meneia, we may meet you, 
HohnesiiiB and ego, «t habeamite a qoiet evening simul, vel 
hie, vel apad te, vel alio quolibet loco. 

Will yon, ei placet, examine the enclosatuiu, et videre nam 
esistimes faciei (it will do) for the Repositorium ? Est nnns 
articulorum jampridem in Calcnttam miasorum, et hoc ex- 
planatum est in perrfL noti ad botbanmum paginee. Est 
aeriosus orticulas, Eed bonaa (ut qnidein arbitror I) et insertio 
ejna obiigabit hoinileni ejoa authorem. Se ecdem Jbnte alii 
ennt parati ad manandum, oi petcomical, or de tragical, si 
Parcte parcanl, et amicua editor probet. — Et sum luus 
fideliter 

EOEBTONUS WebBEIDB. 



1, Sierrard Strtet, Itt Jamtary, 1838. 

Deas Hckt, — I have been longing to see you, ta talk about 
ererytluiig and some other thii^s, and Bxa really coming to 
call (HL you soon. I go out now, and am " quite a man." 

I write to ask you whether you could, by any magnanimous 
conquest of imposmbility, conjoin your most deeiderated aalf 
to Holmes and your memorialist, in a trip to Enfield, for air 
■nd change, that cornea off on Wedneaday, the 3rd instant. 
"We go by coach at ten o'clock morning ; or wo could, if 
deairable, go to Edmonton a littk later in the day, and walk 
thence an easy mile or two through meadows to Enfield. We 
have an intention of putting up at a rustic inn, whereof 
Holmes is cognizant fit>m former experience of its perfec- 
tions ; and we propose doing, or not doing, any given things 
that may, or may not, occur t<ma to do, or not to do. In flwt, 
" Hbtrty " is the watchword. PrDpoaed duration of rustication, 
two daya. Expenses not estimated Joe-Humically, but war- 
lanled moderate, whereof excellent assurance lieth in the fact 
that both prsenC parties to the jaunt are by natural oonstt- 
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tation and a certain heavenly ordaiimient incapable of 
eztenaire dubnnements. 

We ptrt our papers in our pockets, and contem^aia a 
jodicioas temperii^ of t^tures with bumness. 

An early answer will oblige, yoora respectfiilly, for Holmes, 
Webbe and Co., 

EoKRTON Webbs. 

P.S- — ^If I see yon not, nor hear, accept all the cordial, 
heart-emanaUng, profound wishes for a happy year to come.- 
These wishes ought not to extend to aU time, as that would 
seem (o raider the repetition of them at the end of each year 
tnpetfinoDS. 

Beak Street, 17(A AptH, 18S8. 

Dbab Humt, — All hail the dramatic muse 1 Tour note 
gave me infinite pleasure from ila good spirits, and I stood in 
need of some token of tlie sort after reading your somewhat 
uncomfortable valediction in the R^ository (may you now 
H^ose-a-radical I) Fox sent me lately the two last numbers, 
neither of which. I had seen, wid I had been enjoying your 
Panegyric of Little People, some of the verses of which I 
think inimitably good, especially the first and ninth, and then 
Lady Winchelsea (who, whether she would have won-Chelsea 
or no, would have won, it seems, one of ita inhabitants, had 
she lived now), with " those windings and that shade," a most 
charming little poem, with the sweetest of cadences. 

It is a 1,000,000 pitiea that the Magazine should decease. 
God and Fox knows why it should not have gone on, and 
tliriven. 

" The play's the thing !" 1 don't know why, but I can 
hardly conceiveyou submitting to the restraint of the dramatic 
fonns ; toii, i^^, yoa have for the meet part breathed so 
rare an atmosphere of thought — one so unlike the denaei 
element of Uie playhouse, that, at first glance, I should almost 
fear your running too fine and subtle a line for the capacity of 
playgoing folks. It will hardly do, I fear, to give the town 
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the food that would notuiah them beat " Si bona n^'nl," 
and if public taste ia ever destined to undergo a change that 
would render the finer parts of poetry and sentiment appre- 
ciable on the atage, it will be aeen in another s^, not in this. 
Bnlwet'a jJay seema to me to hare succeeded by sheer dint of 
its dramatic appliances — its teUing sittiationa, &o. Tour an- 
nouncement luu delighted me, and your rapid advancement 
not a little soiprised me. How I envy yon that wondrous 
resiliency of spirits and ever-ffreenen/ of mind. 

The posmble cohabitation <^the C. G. boards I I long to 
see my [dece bo married. 



IT. Felruarii hdcccxl. 

Hnc quM te litera apod theatrum petit, vult se non nimiom 
patete. 

Quid repetam inimtcitias, invidiam 7 Est noTOrum homi- 
Dum religiosa reluctatio. Sunt quibus bonam musicam in 
alienum quoddam et iojucnndum, si poseint, juvat torquere. 

Hoc tanttun cupio tibl in mentem revocore de opuscnlo — 
tui Eolins gratiil comparatum — mihi sgrotanti adhuc, audi- 
endi, dirigendi, &cultatem non ease — te, ut in tali amico Aiit, 
dizisse meam musicam quasi tnam ipsins fiicturum fore, ita 
ut siquia pravi aliquid inter cauendum condpiat, eum possea 
corrigete, non aliter qu^ si adstarem ipse, et in veram viam 
reportare — opus sic ezigendnm, auspice te, secundtmi tempus, 
aecnndim natuiam, secundum mentem auctoris — omnea de- 
nique quotquot fiieriut inimicos aut stultoa talibns tenendos 
modia, abigendos, sparsendos, pesmmdandos 1 

Te igitur ciim nitatur opusculum, esto d quasi pater alter, 
quo fiat ut gtatum filiolom invenies. 

Accipe in&k qpte nobis confecit camiina monachus Ule : — 

"None ploraniea qndd atnaotes 
Ifmic gandeDlei qadd adentes 
Meliaa uigelot amare, 
Cteciiic Tcoimiu. 
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Deo*, teqnwitw. 
Ttiitiangnlo O telluli 
Ylres ta mppeditue 

Vale I 

Ai Mn. Oram's, Xorik End, Crojfdim. 

I^AB HuMT, — HeBCflfonli pleaae to direct to I^siton 
Webbe, at Mrs. Oiam'B ; but don't, in any lapse of mind, 
jnistake, and say, e. g. Egscton Webbe, at Mia. CSam's 
.(becwse she's not Itiah) ; nor Egerton Webbe, at Mrs. 
ffortim's (because tJiat's "Jenny's com"); nor Egerton 
Webbe, at Mrs. Onibo'a (because, though it is true that Orwn 
is bad Latin, yet it may be very good English) ; nor Egerton 

Webbe, at Mre. Oh ! j nor %erton Webbe, at Mrs. IH- 

Orama'a (becauae her name is sot Itiana) ; nor Egerton 
Webbe, at Mre. Sweet Marjoram's {becaose, though a " Bweet" 
lady, her name is not " Margaret," and even if it Twe, that 
-would not be the way to spell it; but it would be Mrs. Mary 
Orwni) ; nor Egertoi Webbe, at Mis. Or-^hd — Akd-om, &c. ; 
nor I^ertoa Webbe, at Mrs. Necnon ^IJ""" ut jirimam contigit 
Oram ; nor any othor laptuotis thing ia abort, but be guided 
by the address at the bead of tliis note, ^uch was only 
written to say Ihat, — (1) I am here. (2.) Vincent is not 
here. But (3) I hope Vincmt vUl be here — as soon as ever 
U suits his own pleasure and convenioice. There are good 
beds to be had dose by, which the Onuna can recommend to 
me as if they were her own. He has, Uieiefbre, only to eoatt, 
and I trust I shall make him, in all reqiecU, comfortable and 
happy. At least, I will Ixy. 

I assure yon, the efiect of the change of air on me was, the 
very first day I came (yesterday), wondertiiL Having ibr 
the two or tiuree previous days lain unusually sick and ill in 
town, I came down here, and with infinite promptitude eat a 
fowl with Williams, limb for limb. I suffer very acutely in 
various ways, and am lull of wrongs ; but E(^e has at lengtli 
become reasonable. — Tom's ever, 

E. Webbe. 
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F.S. — Come and see me. 

P.S. — Tou are known here. I only sent out for a bottl« of 
ink, and straightway a Mr. Weller 1 (any relation of Samivell?) 
claims me, through you, and will be ho happy to call, if it is 
agreeable. I answer mellifluona ; yet not a little wondering 
hoir vug name fiiould also be known to Mr. Weller as your 
&iend ; but BumotiT is a tortmnu creature. 



Feok Johk Hcbt. 

Btd Mill, Mar Exeter, Wednetdoff. 
Ut dub Lsmh, — . ... I knew Lord Durham wboi 
he was Mr. Lambton, and I was inrited by Mr. Brougham to 
Bupeiintend the publication of tbe Guardian daily evaiing 
newspaper, to which Mr. L. was a latge anbscriber, and die 
<afy one of eighteen or twoity noblemen and gentlemen 
(Mr. B. CKcqited) who punctually fulfilled his engagements. 
The consequence of this neglect of the sabscriberB was, that 
tlie paper, thon^ in a veiy promising state, was given up for 
JaA of friratds. While thus engaged, I heard of many kind 
-acta peifbimed bj Lord D. and frequently obaerred his name 
in lists of EidMoribeTs to Tariona nsafnl and benevt^ent objects. 
Yon may recollect batter titan I do his conduct to ^ B. 
Wilson, when tbe latter was dismissed fiom the military eer- 
viee for attending the fimeral of the poor Queen Caroline. 
I do not even remember the amount he sabscribed for Sir 
Sobert on that occasion, bnt the thing made a ntase at tbe 
time. After my impriaonmei^by^^.iBorqi^bmraigerB under 1 
LordCa^Ureagb's reign of terror, Lord D. acted the part ef / 
the Gpod &imaritan in bind^ i^ my wounds and. helping, me 
on my way. When he took office under tbe Wbige, he offered ^ 
me a place under Government, which, however, I declined \ 
accepting; and subsequently he obtained for my poor lost son \ 
Leij^ an appointment in Barbados. For these continued-^ 
«cta of kindness you will not, I am sure, Wand«r that I'feel 
JigrHlf bound to LordD. by the stioDg ties of afl^tioa and 
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gradtude. . . .^-Erer, dear Leigh, your affectionate 
brother, 

JohnHdmt. 

Fboh Kobebt H&tdok. 

Bath, IQth Februan/, 1840. 

Mt DEab Hdnt, — I wrot« yoa a hniried note before going 
to bed, which I fear Traa hardly intelligible, but I vn'iM you 
again, to reiterate with more force all I first felt. Your play 
haunted me ever unce, and m take my whole family to see it 
as Boon as I retmn. As to obloquy, laugh at it. There were 
touches in your play Shakspeare ccjuld not excel. Now be 
cautious of yonr aecond, you know the dear world will be 
amazingly delighted to say your second is not equal to your 
firet — therefore give on two mita. I am conyinced your humour 
is equal to your power of pathos. Try that next. 

AAer all, " there is a soul of goodness in things evil ; " all 
you have suffered will fit your genius for the drama — stick to 
it— follow it up. 

How singularly odd that we should meet in that way. I did 
not know you had a play rehearsing. I had been musing od 
my own life, and yon had been in my mind for a day or two. 
I had written, he was a man who would have died at the stake 
for a principle, though he might have cried out like a child 
from phymcal pain, and would hare screamed still louder if 
he put his foot in the gutter I Yet not one iota of recanta- 
tion would hare quivered on his lips, if all the elysium of alt 
the reli^ona on earth had been offered and realized to induce 
Mm to do BO. I suppose we shall meet again at some other 
epoch. Till then success to yon. Devote yourself to the 
dtama.— Tour affectionate fiiend, 

B. Haydoh. 

To Ubs. "SLixcaL 

Chelsea, IStk Felruary, 1840. 
Due B&ttt (for as you have consented to accept the 
jiaxne, I shall continue to rhyme yon and yours together after 
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the Boclal Oriental &sHon), — Manj Aanks for ^onr most 
kiod letter, wliich I Bhould have answered immediately 
but that I hare received so many letters I did not know 
vhich to aaswei first ; so jou. must forgiTe my seeming 
inattention (most attentive in heart and memory) by reason 
of the happy delirium into which you have thus conspired 
with others to throw me. I get news of you irom time 
to time, of the recovery of Matty, and the happy non- 
necesuty-foT-recovery of £atty ; though I do not hear such 
good news of yourself and your tdtra-womanly nerves, which 
may Heaven bless and strengthen. Meantime I am able to 
congratulate r/ou upon the success of your husband's Masque, 
in which he has made all the prominent parts of English his- 
tory leap with such brief force and suffidency out of the canvas, 
and give us victorious knocks on the head— a happy thought, 
and ca^atally weU seconded hj the scene-painter and machinist. 
There is a dance in it one could danoe for ever, and a hay- 
making village scene with an embowered church-spire fit to 
live and die in, especially for honeymoons. — Your obliged 
and sincere friend, 

Leige Hdnt. 



ENS or TOL. I. 



LOBlani aoiB, Eldu fe COq LtttH Gn«n ArtKiBr Conn, on B«I]«7, IX]. 
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